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PROLOGUE. 


O05 H, Sirs, this is a monſirous witty Age: 
Wit grown a Drug, has guite undove the & be. 


: The mighty Wits now tome to a nit Play, 


Only to 7915 the Scraps they fung away. 


Poets now treat you at your own Fxpence, 


All but the Poets now abound in Senſæ; 

City and Country is tvitb Wit d erflom. 
Weeds grow not faſter there, than Wits in Town : 
New Wits and Poets every Day are bred, 


Each Hour ſome buddin Critick ſhews bis Head, 
Plays are ſo common, t 7} 


cy are little as 

And to be but a Poet, is deſpiſed. 

Toe ſaucy Tongue much Bolaneſs mould dilp/ay, | 
That aurſt in Spite of all this Plenty, /ay, : 


Pocts and Criticks tos are dery rare. 


Yes, Sirs, toe to our Sorrow find thy; are; 

More to the Making of a Wit there goes, 

Than niggard Nature commonly beſtows, 

A Writer at the leaft, tis not a Grain, 
Only to ſeaſon, and preſerve the Brain ; 

From Jaw" ring of the Fool, nor at th: be, 

To ſpice Diſcourſe with an inſipid Feſt. ' 

Writing, like Roman' Gloves, fpould ſcert a Room, 
Each Thought fhou'd have in it a ſtrong Perfume. 
But oh, few ſmell of Wit, jo very rank, 


A Winter, or a Daffy, and puts of 


For Wit and Senſe, ſome fooliſh C hynick Stuff. 


A Duinteſſence, but not of Wit, Heaven knows, 
Which fhe to all moſt liberally throws. 
15 in the Pit, and Noiſe upon the Stage, 
ond not think it were a witty Ae? 


A 3 | Never 
- 


Never more Noi and Talk k of Wit mas "HRT 3 
tr fing Wretch himſelf a Fudge will . 
Au on his Bench of Judgment, fromning fit, 
Ard dub the Poet which he likes, a Mit. P 
05, word theſe quacking Tricks, but Nature "FF 


| And ot the poor unhappy Whr1d degeivel | * | 
With Heat which ſeems lite Wit, But is wit for. _ Y 

Then real Mit into Eftcem wou'd grow 3 | A 

Men wou'd not fooliſhly then take in kndd. 2 
| To judge or write, but firſt wou'd underſtand ;_ vi * 
q Then he, who has but little Wit, won'd know it, 2 


And not \prefuns to be a Jacke or Poet. 
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Spoken by Sir Mannerly Shallow, tlie 
En : Country i %. 
Rothers, Tm newly come to Town from Cumber N 

Land, to be one of your ingenious Number. 

Ian afraid I ſhall diſgrace you gil, 

But I'm reſoly'd I will a damning fall; 

Since yon have ten ill Plays for one good Play, 

I think to damn em all, the ſafeſt Way. 3 

But I in all things, Sirs, ſhall copy you, "M 

And fave or damn, as you great Fudges do. | 

As for the Poet who is tryd to day, © 

I know him not, and fo can little ſay; 

1 all in his Petition here be true, 

2 


C 


did not write this Play (Great Wits) for zorn. 
He ſays, long fince, you mighty Fudges ſcvore, q 
That you would never ride this Circuit mor; | 
| That you have ta'en the Malefaftor napping, TOC 


He writ for Wits of Londan Bridge «nd Wapping: 
I bo hate to ſee a;Muſe in Buskins ſtru, 4 5 
A much as in gilt Coach a gat-Cãßf Slut. 
That his Deferce he's unprepar d to mats, y 
Tet for an Honour does your Preſence take, 

Aid ſays, he does it more Renown eftcem, 

Jo die by you, than to be ſav'd by them. | 
Sirs, for my Sake, let all his Faults be wao'd, 
Hes not the firfl damn'd Pot I have ſav'd. 
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4 ” Father to Chriſtina. * 
anble, a Wi 29 youn Genfeman of the 2 „ 
in fove with China. 9 

Me 5 Men. 


Sir Mannerly Shallow, a fooliſh Country Knight. | 
Br, a dull Country Clown, Servant. to Sir Man- 


1 2 bow, an old Fee Ld, that _ a 
Wenc and i is abuſed and 5 * her. 4 


1 0 N EN. 


Lady Faddle, Aunt to Sir Manner y. | 

Chriſtina, Daughter to Sir Thomas Raſb, in love with. 
Ramble. 

Betty Friſque,—a young ing Wench, * by Lord 
D,ybane . | 5 

Wl $f, her Maid. 8 

. Goody Raſh, an W the Porter's Wiſe, | % 

ul Winufrid Raſh, her Daughter. 4 

Ht J1ſabella, Chrifina's Maid. 

„ — Watch, F Aale, Servants, Attendants. 


$ c E N E, The Pall-Mall — in 
i the Year 1675. 


po Sen 


Cou xxx Wir. 


NET I SEN 
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SCE N E, bir Thomas Raſh's Horſe. 5 
Enter Sir Thomas Raſh, Chriſtina and labels. 


CHRISTINA. 2 
N= ARRY to morrow, Sir, 
AR Sir Tho. Ay, to- morrow, Sir, why not 
| to morrow, Sir? What great Affairs have 
. FEE you, that you cannot marry to morrow, as 
well as to morrow came twelve-month ? 
Jab. What a raſh giddy old Man is this! he will 
compel my Lady to marry one ſhe never ſaw, and to a 
Marriage he has not thought on above theſe ten days. 


| Gde. ; 

Cbriſ If | muſt marry, Sir, I think Marriage is a 

great Affair; and ſo great a one, that I ought to con- 

ſider of it more Weeks and Months than 25 are Hours 
i this and to morrow. 

Sir Tho, O pray do you throw Cotdering: -Caps aſide, 

A ge: +1 5% | 2 


* 


8 N 
* 


Reed of3 it: [2 but ee 


be a queſtion : : For 


Sir . Not time 


get you out of doors. 
Jab. I ha? done, Sir. 


Sir 725. I ſay, get you out of dobits. 

- Chrif. Prithee, Jabella, let him alone | 

Jab. What Fleſh and Blood can ingure to ſee eh a 3 
Fool's Match ?---by a Fool, to a Fool, if, Reports be true. 
Fleſh and Blood , Sauce . I 
2 Nea. out of ths, Obs»; 


Sir o. Yo 


be CounTry WIr. 7 


they are e not for your wear: no Confidgring-Cap » as 
ty; mage-fit for a Woman's Head yet. 


2 Ho !-no Conſidering- 


la. oh 


ape fit fora Woralle.. 
Sit. * 22 U ORE Who: bid you? prate ? 1 
laß cher märrying, loving, embracing part is yours; 
| have conſidered enough 
DIET Ling to Chrif. 
you have prudently con- 
8 or no, perhaps may 
pleaſe td. remember, Sir, but few days 
are paſt ſince you firſt thought of it ; and almoſt, the ſame 
Hour qu ft thought of it, Ju reſelv dſof it: and tho 
I doubt not but you have conſider'd of it as well as poſ- 
ſible for ſo ſhort a time, yet certainly you did not allow 
yourſelf time enough for ſo weighty an Affair. 
enough ! why what had I to confider 
of that requir'd time? Here's my Daughter Chriſtina, and 
ooo J. Portion; there's Sir Maznerly Shalſow, a young 
Baronet, and 2000 J. a year. 
more conſidering, the Aſſair is concluded, Articles are 
drawn up betwixt the Lady Fadd/e and me, by the con- 
ſent of her Nephew, Sir Manner Sballeto, and Sir Man. 
nerch will be in town to morrow, and to morrow he 
ſhall marry you before he ſleeps, nay, before his Boots 
are off, nay, before he lights off his Horſe ; he ſhall mar- 
ry you a-Horſe-back but he ſhall marry you to morrow. 
Jab. And he ſhall bed her a-Horſe-bacltoo, ſhall he ? 
Sir Tho. Why, Hufly, will you bei r 7 be fill: 2— 


In ſhort, I'll have no 


rw 0 


** 


? 2 4 4 o I. 
HRS" ©» * * 
; — a * 


I | * „ 1 ? 
me chene Wer. 3 
bels, Give on Jaller when, L forbid Jen, Wel. 
Sir, but ſuppoſe Sir Mannerh upon his Aral would wok Wo 
Wan ior Hier uo; ee *1 


—— 

— Sir Yo. Not like you ! he ſhall like von, or Fu wry it = 

1s 6 out at Law with him: I have it under black and white _ _ 

gh” | and my black and white ſhall make him like your - red 

if.” and white; in fpite on's Teeth; no, no, there's no ſuch 4 

n- Clauſe in our Articles, there's no ſuch Proviſo, he's to 

ay marry you n y. Bona fide, and with a n | 

ys ſtanding. 10 Al sbs a 28 

ne Diab. oaks kur with a Bona 1 a a Notwith: 

10” ſtanding ! What Stuff"s-this ? what's his Bana fers 

dſ- Sir Tho. What's that to you, Hufly ? will you ne' Fr 

WW ha' done? If I lay my Cane * your m__ fides | - 
make you repent your prating. | 


Cbriſ. Have you no Reſpect, Jabella, to my Car: 


nd 3 mands? don't you ſee that your talking does but inrage 
ng F him? 

no Jab. Who can iadure to have you thus raſbly thrown _ 
re away on a Fool, as all the World ſays Sir Nannerq is ? ; 


Cbriſ. Let me alone with the hen of my on n 
Affairs, 
Well, Sir, but 7 Fortune ſhould fatter x me 
with Inclinations to Sir Manner y. 
Jab. A worthy piece of F lattery. {Sir Tho. hoe angry. 
I ha' done. ä 
Cbriſ. If I ſhould be ſo pr a OO not to have the 
fame Inclinations for him ; I hope, Sir, vou will not 
compel me to marry one I cannot love, and dane 
| ly. to be the; moſt miſerable. of Women. p 
1 Sir Tho. One you cannot love, Maid ! you ſhall "EN 
= him, III make you love him: What cannot you love 


TH 2000 l. a- year, and a fair Manſiors Houſe, and all Con- 

ue veniencies, as fine as any in all Cumberland ? _ 7 
ru Cbriſ. No doubt, Sir, but I ſhall like his Edge, and 

189 ks is Hens. and his Moveables well enopgh. 


F | 
rife h 247 4 Nugpe⸗ 


r Jab » 
8 114 4 + 4 Ks 2 
5 ' 
2 


1 De Cob NT RT WIT. 

5. But the main Moveable, the Man, there's the 
| Woeltion! aA 01 | od 35 

Sir Wo. Well, Saucinefs; you awer We 
Box, ofa Baronet of 2000 J. a- year, to call him a Move- 
Able: but I will make her love the main Moveable. 

- Jab. I, there's the thing :---if ſhe will like the 1 main 
1 Moveable 3 "if the main Moveable will pleaſe her. 
| A Sir 750. Well, well, . pleaſe her; BU make It - 
i © | Sluts her. SLE 

Jab. Pray Sir, lay akide Paſion, and let us 0 
the Caſe a little. | 

Chri/. Jabella, don t you ſee that you proves my 
| Father * | 

Sir Tho. How would you reaſon ? Come then, haveat 
you let her alone, I'll give her free leave · to plead what ſhe 
can: ſince ſhe would reaſon, I will reaſon with her : come. 

ab. You will own, Sir, that Sir Mamerly aac is 
a Country Gentleman. 

Str Tho. And ſo I would have him. ES 
| fo 2% One that never ſo much as ſaw Londbn. 

Sir Tho As T would have him. | 

Jab. One that knows nothing but what Men d 
Dogs and Horſes; tliat never ſaw a better Aſſembly, 
than what meet at Fairs, Cock- -fights, and menen 

Sir To. Juſt as I would have him. 

Hab. Well then, is it poſſible for a Lady (uch a one as 
my Lady) that has never breath'd out of the Air of the 
Town: 

Sir Tho. And by conſequence never in wholeſom Air. 

Lab. Who has always liv'd to the Height and Gal- 
heren, of it: | 

Sir Tho, To the height of the Beier of it. 
| Jab. And Se with the moſt refin'd Wits of the 

imes 
CE: Sir Tho, With the 10 Jebanch'd Raſcals of che Times. 
bk Jab. Should ever indure à dull * pcs and 
"= | ache Gon woe ? | Sir 
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Me Cou N TRY WIT. 13 
1 Sir Thos! Ay, Huſfy, better than'a leud, fantaſtical, 
rare Town-Fop, and a ſcandalous Town-life: 
Dal. You are ſcandalia d at Debauchery, Sir; I will 
- = prove the Country Gentlemen are full as debauch'd as the | 
very leudeſt Men of the Town: nay, their Debaucheries | 
are the more rude and brutiſh of the two, and "A 
thought innocent, becauſe they are inſipid. 


WER => 40 
3 
„ 


7 cals! che very Rake-holls and Scum of Iniquity ! chat run 
up and down from Tavern to Tavern, and from Bawdy- 
hauouſe to Bawdy-houſe, and get ſo many Poxes and Claps, 
, = that half their Eſtates ſcarce pay for the Cure of them. 
Lab. And is that worſe than running from Ale - houſe 
co Ale-houſe, and Farm to Farm, and getting ſo many 
= Baſtards, that half their Eſtates will ſcarce pay for che | 
maintaining of them: | 
= Sir Tho. Men that are always quarellingand fighting, 
and duelling. 
Jab. Men that are abvays quarreling and never 6ght- | 
ing nor duelling. 
E Sir Tho. Men that turn away their Wives, and keep 
Whores in their Houſes, _ ; 
Jab. Men that beat their Wives, and keep Whores in. 
Itheir Houſes to boot. 
Sir Tho, Do e Gentlemen keep Whores in heir | 
3 Houſes ? = 
— Ye 3 * are their Mata, andNurſes, 
and Servants, I'd fain; know ? | 
Sir Tho. Are they theirWhores? You he Hufy,you he, 
Jab. You ly ee EP 
Cbriſ. Pray, Father. Cr. Tho. with bis, Cone runs. 


Sir Vo. How ! more debauch'd than the . Raf. 1 


Fab. Sir Themar.—— [after ſab. ip bent ber, But l.. 


O Sir T Buna, I do but argue; [beld by Ohriſtina. 
| en weite ane kerne e | 
; Argument bo 4:$:2 600 1 1 1 Huſh 

| Sir The. E ching the Loe an Argument, 5. 70a, 
ſawey— Jeb. 


$5 i 


. 


. 4 The Country WIT. 
ln done,: ha) done, Sir; Il diſpute no more. 


[. Sir Tho; You had not beſt, Hufly.---And for you, 
; | | Madam, who began theArgumentzthat are at your Likes, 
ad your Not-Likes ; and your Inclinations, and your 


 Compulfions, and I know not What; Know that I ex- 
pes an intire Submiſſion to my Commands: prepare, 
= without more Logick' andSyllogiſm, to marry Sir Man- 
merh the Minute he comes town,” or in plains Terms to 
get out of my Bors: If you refuſe him for your Huſ- 
band, knew I will difown you for my Daughter; and fee 
= how you'll live tothe Height and Gallantry of the Town 
| then! fee if the Refin'd Wits will maintain you; go to 
the Refin'd Wits, go; Refin'd Wits with a Pox ! Un- 
refin'd, leud, debauch'd Fops, that ſcaree ever read a 
Bock in their Lives, except it were a Play; that under- 
ſtand nothing but writing Lampoons upon civil People, 
breaking of Jeſts on allhtkings, turning all things civil 
and facred into Ridicule, as they call it; Ridicule, there's 
a pretty Baſtard Word; a Son of a Whore of the Times, 
| Ridicule! No more ado, but prepare oy marry” Sir 
Mannerly; or I'li turn you into Nidiculs. e. 
Cerſ. Good Sir, what need all this Tempel rf raf 
oon ? I do not refuſe your Commands. 1 
Sir Tho. Tempeſt ot Paſſion ! Oh, yon are at your 
\/ Metaphors are 5bν = Tempeſt of. Paſſion {= Virgin, | 
z my Tempeſt of Paſſion is to drive you a-ground upon the 
1 Shallows; there's a Trope for a 'Frope : To ſhew you 
a a broad 4 codes, or a Carolus Wit of the laſt Age, is 
are it) of as much value, as a little Guinea Wir of 
this. But you, forſooth, and your Refin'd Wits, think 
thete were never any Wits but yourſelves z tht your Fa- 
here were all'a Pack of hoveſt marrying Fools, chat had 
no more Wit chan to beltow all their Love upon their - 
Wives and all theit Eſtates upon their Children, to ſtarue 
- "themſelves of all Pleaſure in a Conjugal Pond, that ſo 
A 7% widen os neigh amongſt. the Mares 
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The\CounTry, WIT. 15 
in the fat Meadows. ; I muſt confeſs we are all Fools in 


the Event: for had we known we ſhould have gotten ſuch 


an Age of Rake · ſhames as we have, we ſhould rather have 
conſpir d together to haye unpeopled the Land; we have 


a great deal to anſwer for for lying with our Wives: 


But tho' we were Wits,” we were no Prophets, we could 


not foreſee what the Age would prove; for if we had 
Phaith we had mump'd your Refin'd Wits, they ſhould | 


ne'er have known what Lampoon and Ridicule was. 
Cbriſ. Dear Sir, what need you continue in this Anger 


7 and diſcompoſe yourſelf ? I ſhall indeavour to ſubmit to 


your Commands. But pray, Sir, give me leave to 


lay one thing, and be not angry. e 

Sir Tho. Well, come, come. „ 

. Chri/. Nay, but promiſe me not. to be angry 

Sir Tho. Well, come, come. 

Cr. Have you forgot already, Sir, you have as good 
as ingag*d me to Mr. Ramble ; that all his Friends daily | 
expect when the Match ſhall be concluded? fe 

Sir Tho. Oh, are you thereabout ? I thought it would 
break out at laſt. -I have pump'd you now I faith.-- And 
have you ſo little Wit or Honour in you, ſo little of the 
Pride of the Houſe of Rab, to love a wild, leud, debauch'd 


Fellow, who never ſought any thing but to abuſe you ; 
Who pretended honouraple Articles, on no defigrrbut to 
get within your, Sconces and Half-moons, and then feize 


on your "Garriſon, and deceive A 5 
Chriſ. How do you know, Sit, his Purpoſes were ill ? 


Did he ever reveal em to you? I am lids he never ad, 


nor durſt to — TE Sk 
Sir Tho. How do I know! Do not I ſes Bot bebe 
| haves himſelf to all Women? He has not been dome 
from France above three Months, and here he has de- 
bauch'd four Women, and fou, ght f five Duels Not a 


Keeper in the Town can METS. his Doe from him ; 1 


1 


and does not he come” every N light | in the PUR un-. 


- «rd 4 : 


2. il 4 * 


** 


1 


5 


Fl 


16 Th: CovwrRY WII. 
Ver our Noſes, ſerenading with his Fiddles and Fools, 
And at every Buſh where he thinks there is a Hare fot 
| his Game, ſetting up a hollow)? 

| Jab. Nay, indeed, Madam, there is too much Truth 
in this: I muſt. needs ſay, I do not think him a Man 
worthy of you : And tho' I would not have you married 
to a Fool you cannot love, neither would I have you 
married to a falſe Man that does not love you, at leaſt 
not half ſo much as you merit. 


me wretched ? 
Jab. 1'Eannot but join with bn! in the Truth. 

Sir Tho. O ho! are you convinc'd ? then I perceive, 
HFHuſſy, you diſputed only for the ſake of Diſputing. 
| Chriſ. All is not Truth that is reported; he may love 

the Converſation, of Women, out of the Airyneſs and 
Gaiety of his Temper, and yet have no ill Deſign. 

Sir Bo. Airyneſs and Gaiety of his Temper ! Leudneſs 

and Debauchery of his Temper ; and, Maid, I know 

what you mean by your pleading for him; you mean to 
run away with him, do you? 

Cbriſ. I ſcorn the Thought, Sir. 

Sir No. I ſhall not truſt your Scorn ; I will have bet- 
ter Security :---I will make you faſt enough to Sir Man- 
nerh́ as ſoon as ever he comes, I aſſure you: And for 
Ramble, if ever he approaches my Doors, I will fight him; 
pay, I'll fight him where e er I meet him: And ſo get 

you to your Chamber, and] prepare all things for to mor. 
row. -A Light here, a Light: who waits there ?.--no 
body; where are my People ? [Sir Tho. goes out. 

Jab. I ſee Sir Thomas is reſolved—— 
There s no avoiding, Madam. 

Cbri "of What ſhall I do ? Iam almoſt diſtracted. 

* 2 Jab. There is nothing to be done, but to call in your 

Heart as foon as you can: you ſee it is in a publick | 

| 1 toes deals with ſo many, that it is im- 
8 @ \ 5 poſſible 
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Cbriſ. Doſt thou conſpi pire with my Father too. to make 1 | 
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Jotdle but he muſt break with ſome: Some will . | 
ver get their Intereſt, and few the Principal. 
Cbriſ. Ah, Jabella, what would I give to be aſſur d of 
3 that ? Oh, how much eaſe it would afford my Heart; I 
1 hen could with as much Delight and Pleaſure hate him, 
f s now I love him. 
1 © Jab. Heaven! F [ee aſſurance, 
Madam, do you expect? Would you fain ſee him a Bed 
pwith. ſome Woman ? Will no Aſſurance ſerve you but that? 
Tobe plain, he's falſe to you; and I dare ſwear you make 
9 but one of the F ifty in the Catalogue of Women he makes 
Love to: To ſatisfy your ſelf, do but inquire — 
Cbriſ Inquire! Was I till now never inform'd of this? 
have I not oft been vex'd with theſe Reports? and have 
T not as oft accus'd him too? and has he not deny'd 
em ſtill with Oaths ; ſuch Oaths, that if he thinks he 
has a Soul, he muſt believe it damn'd if he be falſe ; Do 
3 ou not know that all I ſay is Truth? _ 
3 T/ab; I do: And do you not as well remember I told 
vou all was Falſhood he aſfirm'd? He think he has a 
5 Soul! alas, good Man, he ſeldom ſets his Thoughts on 
thoſe Affairs; he loves his Soul but as he loves his Baud, 
only te pimp for Pleaſures for the Body; and then, Baud, 
like it, may be damn'd, he cares not. 
Chriſ. He is beholden to you for this Character. 
” Tab. The ſcurvy Picture is too like the Life. 
Cbriſ. He gives me too much Cauſe to fear it is. 
Heaven! for the-future Comforts of my Life, 

Grant me but one, but one Diſcovery; 
If after that bleſs'd Hour I do not hate him, * 
Hate him with perfect Hatred; nay, contemn him, 
Contemn him, as the abject'ſt Thing in Nature, 
Let me be doom'd t' eternal Infamy; 
To live the Scorn and Scandal of my Sex; 
And die for love of him, conſum'd to Aſhes 
Zy ſome new, flaming, peſtilential Fever: 


And 
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And let thoſe Aſhes ſerve to dry the Billet due ! 
He writes to common and abandon'd Wenches. 3 
Jas. What an unheard of Curſe have you invented! Mn 
And may heflea off all my Skin for <= ö 0027 3.58 23 bie 
If T employ not all my Wit to trace him: of 
And Womens Wits have always Edge and Point I 
In theſe Affairs: I' te his Lodging preſently, ww 
And hunt himdry-foot thence :---would odds were laid me” me 
I did not rouſe my wild, out- lying Buck ful 
This hour, and cateh him browſing on ſome Orman IT] 
Where he, perhaps, little ſuſpects a Hunter.— IT 
But, Sir Thomas ——' 2 1 WH 
r Sir Thomas, with een with Lkr. 3 
Sir Tho, Come, come, to your Chamber, Maiden, -- 1 
And fit your Aecoutrements aga inſt to morrow. _ 1 * 
a © "Enter a Servant. | 1 
6 Ser. Sir, my Laddy Faddle iacomingto peak wit you. 
Sir Tho, My Lady Faddle News I warrant from her is 
- Nephew, Sir Mannerly ;=——Her Lady ſhip is welcome; V 
reg e is ſne? wait on her in: ſe 
Jab. Now we ſhall have a Meſs of fine Stuff, bragging | 
and praiſing herſelf and her Nephew; in conceited fan- t. 
taſtical Language ; making Court to herſelf, in fuch an 1 
abſurd manner, that it would make Pride humble, 0% 1 
ſee itſelf appear ſo ridiculbus. 
| C briſ.. Ay, and ſlill railing agaidit the bad Women of 
the Town, only becauſe they get all Men from her: Be. 
cauſe ſhe can get no N ſhe would fain have Love 
out of Faſhion. © . 
Jab. Ay — and n moſt very eenfarng all bat 1 
5 
| 


0 


=. 


5 


are young and handſome to be naught ; tho' ſhe, at the 
ſame time; does all ſhe can to ſeem handſome, chat ſhe F 
may be naught. | q 

Chriſ. That is like her railingagainf painted Women, : 
at the ſame minute b. is ee her bib, 
ihe s a coming. c | | 


Enter | 
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Enter my age red and Bridget, Lady Faddle with 
23 | e 
11 Lir Tho. My Lady Faddle ! your Ladyſhip' s very hum - 
1 ble Servant; What kind Occaſion gives me the Honour 
f Tor your Ladyſhip's Viſit thus late? 
Ia. Fad, Sir Thomas, how doſt thou do? Dear Sir 


| Rs J have receiv'd a Letter this inſtant, which tells | 
me me news, which I am perſuaded will not be undelight- 


ful Chritty, how doſt thou do, ſweet Chritty ? 
on, Thou haſt a very paſſionate Adorer poſting to thy Altars: 
Thuy Lover is flying to thee on the Wings of Love and 
* ZHonour, as the Poets ſay in their Plays. 

Cris. What Stuff's here? 

Sir Tho, News I warrant from your Nephew ' Sie 
Manner hy. 
La. Fad. Exactly conjectur'd. I'll aſſure thee, Sir Tha, 
nas; he writes me word, he intends, out of a piece of 
her Gallantry, to ride Poſt all night, that he may viſit his 
ne; 5 Miſtreſs by break of day ; he's unwilling the Sun ſhould 
ſee her before him. 
ing Sir Wo. A very fine Expreſlon]! ITU give. Tu one 
fan- thouſand Pound more 'with her for that Expreſiion—— 
an He's unwilling the Sun ſhould ſee her before him 
to I proteſt T have not heard a wittier and finer Paſſag 
Cbriſ. Oh, moſt delicate ! here's one glimpſe of the 
n of Fool's picture l am to , marry e ;1T ſhall ſee it more 
Be- at large preſently. [Aide to Iſab. 
ove? Lua. Fad. Nay, 1 FF you, Sir, you'll find him a no- 
i table Youth.——Ch73tty, thou muſt look over thy Acade- 
hat my of Compliments to night, Chritty, againſt he comes, 
the or on my Honour he will be too hard for thee; he'll run 
ſhe 'F thee down: He puts the Country Gentlemen to ſuch 
Nonpluſſes, that they do not know what to ſay" to him: 
en, | he is call'd the very Wit and Spark of Cumberland; and 
st, is indeed the very Flower and Ornament of the N orth. 


C hrif. 


* 


ner 
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\ cbj. Pl warrant you his Wit and Sparkſhip lies i in 
being an infinite Babbler, and a moſt expert Fool at 8 
Queſtions and Commands, carrying of Counſel, Croſs | L 
Purpoſes, and ſome ſuch i ingenious Sports. [aide to Ifab. 7 
Jab. Ay, and [ TG writes Anagrams and Aero. m 
ks. oy 
Sir No. Ia it poſſible that one can be ſo finely bred in 
Cumberland? « 
La. Fad. Oh, you will wonder at it when you ſee him, | 
to ſex how finely bred he is, how jauntee and complaiſant. 4 
Sir Tho. Marvel! what, and has never ſeen the Town !_ 1 
La. Fad. Never ſeen any Town, almoſt: Vou muſt ti 
know, his Father, the old Baronet, was a Man that had 
mortal Enmities of the Town, and to all ſorts of Town- q da 
vanity ; and would never ſuffer him to wear a 24 fte 
Suit, ta read any Book, except a Law- Book, nor to ſtir 
from home but in his Company ; and that was ſeldom 3 m 
any whither but to his Farms and Tenants, to ſee his N 
Grounds and Woods, or overlook his Quarries and Coal- 3 8 
Mines: And then his Mother, my Siſter Sha//ozo, on the 1 
other ſide, was the ſondeſt Creature of him, and Would h 
nexer ſuffer him to be out of ſight, except when he was 4 10 
with his Father: and both theſe having not been dead 
above a Twelve- month, and the Affairs of his Eſtate | 
employing him much at home, I am perſuaded the | 
| Bounds of his Land have been the utmoſt Extents of his 
Travel; except fince his Parents Death, he has * 1 
himſelf a ſwinge to ſome Race or Fair. 3 
Bet He i is like to be a moſt accompliſh'd Perſon. 
fie. | ; 
Sir bo. Your Ladyſhip puts me in Admiration—— | 
Good Madam, which way could he come * this fine 
7 Breeding? f 
La. Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas, you will put me on a piece 
» of Vanity! 
Jab, 4 that wel not « on my word. be 
1¹ 
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Sir Tho. Oh, your Lady ſhip's humble Servant. 
La. Fad. If I muſt anſwer you the Truth, Sir Thomas, 
22 ſay, in ſpight of my Modeſty, he is indedted to 

e for the moſt of his Accemplihments. 
Chri/. Then they are molt accompliſh'd Accompliſt 


ments. 
A Sir Tho, Oh, I by your e 8 Pardon, 1 did not 
conceive that before. 


La. Fad. Oh good Sir Thomas, it is * granted; ; 


vou muſt know 1 accuſtomed myſelf in my Siſter's Life- 
1 ' time, to beſtow my Company on her every Summer. 


Chriſ. Indeed; If l had been ſhe, I would never have 


} thanked you for the Gift; I would rather you had be- 
I | Kow'd your Abſence on me. Lide. 


La. Fad. And you may imagine, for the Honour of 


3 my Family, I neglected no occaſion of inſtructing my 
> Nephew in all things that were pertinent to a well-bred 
© Gentleman;and truly I found him a very docible Scholar. 


Sir Tho. Nay, if your Ladyfhip had the forming of 


| him, he js the moſt perfet of Gentlemen, the Pattern 
of Breeding and Virtue : for no common Exceltencies 
could be deriv'd from ſuch a noble Inſtructreſs. 

La. Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas, you over-run me with too , 


great a Flood of Language. 
Sir 7ho, Oh, 'tis your Ladyſhip only i is the Gover- 
neſs of that Province. 


La Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas, it is you are the Inheritor, 
tis you have the Learning and the Parts. ; 
Sir Tho. Oh, tis your Ladyſhip has the Phraſe, and 


the Mine. 
La Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas, it ig you have all. 


Sir Tho. Oh, the Sovereignty is your Ladyſhip's. 


La Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas, you depoſe yourſelf ben ö 


er Rights. 
Sir Tho. Oh, *tis your Ladyſhip neee re, 
I Fad. o Sir Thomas. 


2 
| 
; 


22 The CounTRy Wrr. 


Sir Tho, Oh, Madam. 
La Fad. Intolerable peefinuptitm it were—— 
Sir Tho. I beſeech your Ladyſhip. 
La Fad. I proteſt, Sir Thomas- 


 Chriſ. Oh, how ſeaſonably this Cough comes to de- 
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liver my poor Father. e ide. 
La Fad. Fie upon this tickling Rheum. | 
Sir Tho, Oh, your Ladyſhip ſtrains your {elf too nch, 
to be obliging. 
La Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas. 
Sir Tho. Oh, no more, I beſeech your Tibyſtip2 1 
will not preſume to enter any more into the Liſts and 


Tournaments of the Tongue with your Ladyſhip: I yield 1 ; 
the Laurel to your Ladyſhip.— But to return to the 1 


Diſcourſe from which we wandred, of Sir Manneriy: 


T falls a cane | 
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I am; infinitely. glad to hear of his Accompliſhments and © © 


Perſections; for now I hope I ſhall convince my Daugh- * 


ter, when he appears, that there grow finer things in the 


Country than Pinks and Daiſies :---the Country is able 
alſo to produce a fine, Gentleman; yes, Daughter, and 


(I hope) as fine a Man as your ador'd Ramble too: She 
thinks him, Madam, the very top of the Creation, the 
Flower and Quinteſſence of Galpatry, the Wit of Na- 


5 ture, a mere Poem. 


Ia Fad. Oh, fie upon thee, Chritty; doſt thou de- Hh. 


bauch thy Affections with that leud Fellow ſtill? 
Sir The, Ay, Madam, pray chide her. 


La. Fad. Strange! did I never tell you how he courts 


a young Wench that lives over againſt my Lodging in 
the Pall. mall, one Betty Friſque ? 
Jab. This is the Wench I told you of. [ide to Chrif. 
Cbriſ. 1 give never the more credit to the Story from 
her Authority. ä [4 7de to Iſab. 
La. Tad. This Wench, you muſt know, is kept by 
that filthy old Fellow, my Lord Drybone, an old haraſs'd 
Legge of che Town; one that has cen am eminent Sinner 


theſe 
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heſe thirty Vears; was à great * Prines 
T©-ri/5n5, in the beginning of the War. 91 
Sir No. Iam more happy than to . bi 
 # Chriſ. If the truth were known, he was ſome guon- 
1 } n Gallant of her Ladyſhip's. „ 
e | La Fad. And ſhe being exceeding pretty (as I mult 
, beeds ſay ſhe is) ſome ſay ſhe bears ſome little of Reſem- 
„ plance of me: I think os ſhe has a little of che Air 
; Pe my Face. rn # 
Sir 7% Then he wants then no 3 SIPS 
L 4 La Fad. Oh, Sir Thomas, I did not lay a Plot fo 
d. har Compliment. $87 1 | 
Rs 
h 


Sir Tho, Oh, Madam. C 27 Ridiculous! TH (asd. 
- La Fad: She being, as I ſaid; wonderful pretty, he is 
9 bene of her to diſtraction; and fo jealous, that he locks 
r up eloſer than a Nun, will ſcarce let her ſtir ſo far as 
Ide Balcony; will not let her ſes oy An, tho but thro? 
4 the Caſement. | 
Sir . And to be brief, this wild F ellow, Randle, 
PW plays runs to deceive tg Ly. «Sala of dan I 
r Prize. ret 221 991 13331 3-1 — 11 , 
La Fad. Moſt D en 
Sir Tho. And your Ladyſhip has ſeen theſe = 
La fad. Not I; L ce not the F ellow when I ſee 
þ him: - | 
hate Fellows that. n run aa ſuch Creatures e | 
I know ſuch Fellows!——Fob ; ines have 'em from the 
2 Wenches own Mouth: Nou muſt know, out of pity to. 
her, becauſe I know her Friends, IJ give myſelf the trou- 
© ble-to-firwith-ber ſometimes, to indeavpur to draw her 
from that vile courſe of Life, and return. to Virtue, of 
which ſhe has yet ſome. few ſparks remaining. 
Six The. Well, I heartily thank your Ladyſhip for this 
Story 3 ; now I am confirm'd what a Fellow this Ramb/e _ 
is: and does he rank my Daughter with his Betty Fri riſquess, 
and kis Trulls 3 let him but come near my Doors if he 
dares 
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dares——=—Now Maid, you will importune me for Ras 
ble again, will you? yes, Betty Frifque, and you ny 
try a Friſquin for him---you ſhall duel it, you ſhall. — 
Well Madam, Sir Mannerly _ 1 in town to morroy 
you ſay. . F 
La Fad. Before the Sun! is up. 
Sir Wo. My Money is ready, Madam 3 1 we muſt no; 
"ip this Buſineſs, leſt any Inconveniency ſhould 1 
if Ramble comes to have any Intelligence of it. 9 7 
La Fad. They ſhall marry on fight. L 
Sir Wo. I could wiſh Sir Mannerly had kept to 0 
Letter of the Articles, and been in town, as he was ob 
_ bigd, four days ago. 9 1 
| La Fad. You know I gave you the reaſon, and two 0. 
. three days can break no ſquares : I know, Sir Thema: x 
you are a Perſon. en e eee 0 4 
8 23.5 1815 'L 
Sir Tbo, Mos in 3 no Damage ariſes hs e 'T 
La Tad. There ſhall none, I warrant thee, Sir Thomas... 4 bi 
Sir Tho, Well, it grows late: I am your Ladyſhip' 7 


moſt humble Servant I beſeech you let me wait, 
on your Ladyſhip to your Chair. | Y 
La Fad. It needs not, Sir Thema. x _ 
Cbriſ I love my Father for this; -- he very civilly and 
complimentally turns her out of doors. ad. 
dir Tho. Oh Madam, what do you take me to be \'F 
do you think I will be ſo rude? Take Lights here; A 
Chriftina, pay your Duty to your ar Aunt that - mult ; b 
be---and ſee her in her Chair. 7 
(Sir Thomas 4/perr Lach b addle out, Label cer. 1 

bo. x ' riet Diobie.* © ef 1 5 
Cbriſ. Oh nom 1 am 1 alone, my Hear would "RAY 2 


Fee LM ay. 
But that I ſcorn wit ſo falſe a Man 21 | 
Plant Trophies on my Grave. [Muſick without, 4 
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1 Iſabella running. 


Jab. Oh, Madam, Madam, Mr. Ramble's Fiddles are 
juaſt now going by the door; your Father in a rage calls 
__ for his Sword, and will go fight him: if you pleaſe I 
1 4 win dog him, and diſcover his Intrigue. | 
Cbriſ. Where are they? which way went they . 
My Scarf, and my Vizard Mark, quickly. Ee runxing. 


SCENE, The Pall-Mall. 


9 MN Merry goes over the Stage follow d by neh. PW 
1E ner Lady Faddle, holding Sir Tho. Raſh, Ne 55 
1 a Chair and Flambeaux. 


Sir Dv. Fear not, nenn, wen ſhall no Miſchief 5 
come of it. | 
La. Fad. At my requeſt, Sir 8 ; 2 
- Sir Tho. Your Authority over me is ſo abſolute—1 
= wit pawn my Honour to your Ladyſhip there ſhall no 
ma. Miſchief be done: ; I wall — ſend him farther from m y 
hi! door. 
wait?  Footm. The Muſick goes near - your Lady ſhip's dr. 
Ia. Fad. Near my door! he will not have the Impu: 
: © dence to ſerenade me ſure. ess into the Chair. 
and I am afraid the Fellow will peſter me with his Amours :-- 
Har. Go home quickly * the en 
be Sir Thomas, Good. night. 8 Eri. 
3-3 Sir Tho. Boy, my Buff. Coat and my Tuck. [ Exit. 


mull The Mufick goes over the Stage. Enter Chriſtina and Ifa- 


w__ bella vizarded, following it. 
— Chriſ. Now I ſhall diſcover my Gentleman 5 
AK. I thank Heaven for the Eaſe this will give me: 


„, But Oh how wretched is a Lover's fate, 5 
9 : When thoſe we love, we ſtudy Arts to hate. L Exeunt. 
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5 A r 10 
. SCENE, The Street. 
Eee, M erty. and the Fiddles, follrwed 9 Chriſtina and | P 
© 3533 - i; F 
2 Faddle and Bridget in the Balcony. 1 
| Merry. OO, ſtand here, this is the place; it will not 4 
be long ere my Maſter comes. 


*- 


Jab, This is, as my Lady Fadale faid, my Lord Dry: 


-Chriſ. That fooliſh Woman was in the right, I ſee. 
J/a5. Oh, I will believe her Intelligence about theſe 
Matters, as ſoon as any one's : ſhe that plies in all places 
10 diligently as ſhe does, to get the Reverſion of ſome 
Intrigue, never fails of true Intelligence in theſe Affairs. 
1. Chriſ. And yet railing againſt Love is the perpetual 
Subject of her eternal Tongue. 
Jab. Oh ſhe has reaſon, for Love uſes hs very ſcur- 3 
vil conſicering how much ſhe courts it. .x 
. Chri{. Hark !---I think I hear babling in her Balcony. | L 
Habe, J warrant ſhe's lending her fooliſh Ear to the 45 
Nioſick. W e 1 | 
La Fad. Not Rarrbli's F iddles! 9 
Hriog. No, Madam; I ſaw the Cenleman- s face 4 
as a Link paſs'd by. iP 
La Fad. Then the Serenade is to me; and I will know 
who dares be ſo bold. 1 
Brick. To your Ladyſhip ! why ſhould' you think tis 1 
to you, Madam ?**tis over at my Lord Drybones Houſe. | 
La Tad. What if it be? why may it not be directed 
to me Is my Perſon ſecure from the trouble of Amours ? 


: thon ſpealc'ſt this out of et to me; I take it for 


in. 5 
Briag. 
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? rid. I beſeech your Ladyſhip think not is: | 
| La. Fad. I do not think ſo; my Perſon is not yet 
Bridg. I do not talk of your Perſon, Madam: —— 
1 Lord, what diligent watching and ſcouting have we to get 

7 a wa 

=, "a fodlorn Lover i into our weak Ambuſh, and cannot. 

— Madam, 1 only ſay *tis over the way at my Lord Lry- 
= one's, 
4 La. Fad. Still continue in n contradictiou to me diſpute | 


* no more, but go and command the Perſon from me, 
whoe'er he is, to come over to me; and if he has a Paſ- 

a ſion, let him expreſs it in a decent manner; in ſuch a 
manner as I may with honour receive it. OY 
Bridg. If he has a Paſſion.— that is the hing ſhe 
0 would be at. -[aftae. 
7. La. Fad. And Jet all my Servants appear, that he may 
4 know of what quality ſhe is whom he pretends to ſerenade. 
5 Bride. That he may know what a kind comin g Lady 
ſhe is who would fain be ſerenaded. (9h [afite. 
. [Exennt Lady Tons and Bridget. 


t briſ. It was her voice. | 
Tab. She was ſtanding there Lwarrant in a Fit of Envy , 
Fer at the plenteous Feaſts of other Beauties, whilſt 
"08 would be glad of the Crumbs that fall from their Table. 
 Chrif. What's the reaſon Ramb/e's Fiddles are ſo long 
ſilent? Tam reſolv'd I'll ſtay here till I ſee the event 5 
e the Thing he ſerenades will come to him or no. 
Mer. Tis a very dark night, there's not light enough 
to ſhew me the end of my Noſe: why ſtays this Maſter of 
mine fo long! ? ſome new Love- adventure, I'll lay my 
| Life on't; for nothing elſe could ſtay him Tm ſure: Oh, 
he is a brave Univerſal Lover ! what pity tis ſuch a large 
© ſpacious Soul, that holds ſuch vaſt prodigious quantities 
of Love, ſhould have but one Body to vent it at: the 
vent is too narrow; 3 all the convenience is, that it is 


oh 11 | 1 


28 The Covnvany WI r. b 
| never empty——But ſee, here' s 4 pretty Woman out of 1 
that Houſe. ® 


Enter Bridget. 
Tr. Here's my Lady Fadd/”'s Woman coming, 
Mer. Like Maſter, like Man: my Maſter is a Leviathan 


in Love, and Iam a very Grampus ; all but by Maſter - 
are Porpuſſes to me: ſome neighbouring She · veſſel afraid 
of me, has thrown this Veſſel over- board for me to play 1 


withal: and ſee ſne ſwims towards me. 
Chriſ. They meet. | 
Jab. Tis Merry, Mr. Ramble's Man. 
Cbriſ. What deſign ſhould they have together ? ? 


' Mer. To me, Madam! 1 
Bridg. Yes, Sir, a Lady of Quality over the way has 1 
ſomething of concern to diſcourſe with you, and deſires | 


you will oblige her ſo far as to come over. 
Mer. A Lady of Quality have concerns with . 


my Maſter will come: If he ask for me, tell him 1 am 
call'd out in the Service. [Ex. Merry and Bridg. 
Cbriſ. Gone in with my Lady Faddles Woman ! does 


' Rambòble hold ſecret correſpondence with his publick Ene- 
my Lady Faddle? is he come to that piece of treachery ' 


Jab. Only ſecret Love; correſpondence between Mer- 


"ry and Bridget: my Lady Faddle cannot be guilty of ſo 
cunning a Plot: you honour her Underſtanding too 


much to accuſe her of it. 
Chrif. Well, why do I ſubmit to ſuch Baſeneſs, to 


c:cep after a falſe Fellow who deſerves not my meaneſt 1 


thought ? 


Mr. Ramble farewell ; your Fiddles have cur'd me of the F 
© Tarantula of Love, and the paltry Animal ſhall ſet his 
a Httle venomous Teeth in me no > more, [ warrant it. 


Jab 


Some Blefling thrown on me from Love, I hope, to re- 
ward my diligent Labours in his Service: No adventure 
with a Woman can be ill: I' hazard my Perſon 

wait you at that corner ;——— (0 the Fiddle) that way 


3 
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Jab. Come, come, hang it, forgive a little « extrava- 


| gance for once: he loves you well in the main, I think 
in my conſctence : beſides, all Men are as bad; the whole 


Nation is infected with the ſame Diſeaſe : there is not a 
ſound- hearted whole ſom Lover in it, except it be ſuch a 


one as your Country Fool ; anda thouſand to one but he 
brings to town ſome Country Itch too; a Paſſion for a 
Dajry-maid :-— Oh the invincibleCharms of a Sillabub ? 

(hriſ Diſpute not: I hate him, and the Hour 


1 when firſt I ſaw him, and myſelf that ever [ lov'd him: 


Nay, I hate the Paſſion of Love for his ſake, and with 
this blaſt of Rage goes out that Flame which his falſe 
Fires enkindled : and now I will never ſpend one more 
thought of him: all my vexation is, that I muſt ſuff.r 
for his Crimes; becauſe he has been falſe, I muſt be 
condemned to pine away my Life in the Embraces of a 
Clown ;---a reaſonable piece of Juſtice ! 

Jab. Come, Madam, never conſpire to your own Un- 
happineſs : hearken net to Pride; Pride is a huffing va- 
pouring Aſs, pretends to conquer Love, and do greater 
matters than he is able; Love is not to be beaor d by 
ſuch a Coxcomb : hearken to Love, and make yourſcif 
as happy as you can, if you cannot be as happy as yGu 
would, or as you deſerve, _ 

Chriſ. Leave thy Politicks and thy idle Diſcourſe, or 


leave me: my Reſolution is fix d: I know when I do 
examine Ramble about it, he will have the Impudence 


todeny it all : but I will circumvent him : 
borrow'd my Couſin's Lodgings for our Plot? 

Lab. Yes, Madam, the whole Houſe is at your Service, 

Cbriſ. I'll go thither with ſpeed : do thou watch thy 
opportunity; to ſpeak to Ramble. 

F᷑nter Bridget /augbing. 

Bfidg. What ſport have I had Now the amorous 
Star whom my Lady has ſo long courted, has ſhed his 
irfluence : ſhe has gain'd a Lover, now her Heart will 


B 3 be 


have you 
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be at reſt; and her Tongue too will have many a Mi- 
nute's repoſe, which was before continually railing againſt 


Intrigues, and wanton Women, and leud Men, and I 
know not what. But the way of gaining him was plea- 


' fant; ſhe plainly frighted the Man into Love, fac'd him 
down] he ſerenaded her, ard ſhe would right her Honour, 


that the poor Man was forc'd to pretend an extraordinary 
Paſſon for fear of being cudgePd : But ſee, he 1s 


FE coming away already, I believe he ſuſpects a beating ſtill· 


Enter Lady Faddle and Merry. 


Mer. Oh Madam, what do you mean to give your 
5 ſweet beauteous ſelf this trouble ? | 


La. Fad. What ſhould 1 mean, 1 but to expreſs 
my Civilities ! 

Mer. The Air is damp, linda, ll you may catch 
one of theſe ſcurvy reigning Colds, that poſſeſs almoſt 


all the Lungs and Noſes of the Town; and you are 
now-in more danger than any, becauſe a Cold will 2 


ambitious to in habit your fair Perſon. 


La. Fad. Oh, Sir, you are very ingenious : I may 


well endure a Minute's cold Air for you, who have 
figh'd ſo many cold Evenings (as you ſay you have] un⸗ 
der my Window. 
Mer. That I have indeed, Madam. 
La. Fad. Well Sir, to tell you truth, I dare not be un- 
king to yon: For as fome Men have unlucky Hands, 
where they ſtrike they kill; ſo T have unlucky Eyes, 


where I wound I ſwear I very oſten kill: I ſwear fo 


many have died for me, that I begin to have a little re- 
gret in my mind, and reſolve to bring no more inno- 


cent Blood on my Head. 


4. O bleſt be that pious Reſolution La bot for this 
Comfort my Fate had been the ſame : mySoul might have 


gone to the Muſick of the Spheres, but never to the Fid- 


+ 
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dles that wait for me in the, Street, ax - 
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E ner a Fiddler running. 
*N " oj: Where is he?- -Fack, Jack Merry, your Ma- 
"4 Wer is come; come away quickly. 
Mer. You ſaucy Raſcal, whither do you preſs Le, „ 
1 Fid. How now, you Poppy, hat s this for? I'n 
make your Malter cudgel you. Wart | idater. 
3 Mer. Dog, I'll run him thro'. 
La. Fad” Hold, hold, Sir, what's the meaning of this! 1 
Mer. A rude Fellow to preſs into a Lady's preſence ; 
2 becauſe we jeſt with one another in the Streets, he muſt 
F come and play his Horſe- play here. 
Ia. Fad, What does the Fellow mean, Sir?“ | 
Mer. You muſt know there is a Gentleman in 0 
Town, one Mr. Ramble, that is a great Comrade, of 
mine; we live together, and are ſworn Brothers, and call 
one another out of rallery Maſter and Man: and indeed 
we are inſeparable, join Hearts, join Seorets, join Fid- 
dles together; he knows of my Love, and I know of his 
Love; and both our Miſtreſſes living ſo directly oppoſite. 
one to the other, we bring our Fiddles and ſerenade both 
under one: and this wild Fellow you ſaw, is a Gentle- 
man that we admit in our Company, becauſe he plays his 
part on the Violin: — and he has no more Manners 
than to preſs after me into Lady of Quality's preſence, 
like an ill-bred Scraper as he is: ſwear ' 
La. Fad. Oh, Sir, let there be no Quarrels 
Mer. No, no, Madam, I'll warrant you. 
La, Fad. Nay, but promiſe me; it will make me! 
publick, and diſhonour me. = 
Mer. J will engage my Honour there ſhall not: 
Well, moſt dear, dear Nladam, we are now each other's: 
for ever; to morrow the Formalities of the Church fall 
cConclude what is ſo happily begun. f 
: La. Fad. Farewell, 1 Sir. 8 
Mer. Farewell, moſt dear Madam : Oh happy night! 
Oh happy hour ! ! Ob happy me ! ; 
5 T4 La. Fad: 


v. . 
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La. Fad. Well, I ſwear this was unexpected. Eri 
Em ner Ramble and Muſick at one door: Ramble meets 
| Merry. 
1 Ron. Who's there, Merry p 
Mr. Who ſhould it be elſe? who * the Streets 
o' this time of night, but you or T, Sir ? 
Ramb. I have been ſtaid by the braveſt adventure. 
Mer. I have not been idle, Sir; I dare 6 He Ad- 
venture with you for what you pleaſe. 
Ramb. I'll tell thee mine anon, 
Ar. And Pl tell you mine, when you have 3 mind 


to laugh: Well Sir, my comfort is, you nor I ſhall not 


have much to anſwer for, for neglecting the Talents Na- 


ture has given us; we have no loſs of time lies on our © 


eir eaſe, we are conſcientioufly labouring in the Cauſe ; 
yet theſe wicked People cenſure us, and ſay we turn 
day into night, and night dy and i invert the order 


of Nature. 


OI : While other lazy People fleep and take 


/ Ramb. The he of Nature ' the order of 8 * 


he order of Nature is to follow my Appetite: Am I to 
eat at Noon, becauſe it is Noon, or becauſe I am a hun- 


gry ? To eat becauſe a Clock ſtrikes, were to feed a 


Clock, or the Sun, and not myſelf: Let dull grave 
Rogues obſerve diſtinction of Seaſons, eat becauſe the 
Sun ſhines, and when he departs lie drown'd ſome nine 


Hours in their own Flegm; I will pay no ſuch homage 


r 
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to the Sun and Time, which are Things below me? I 


am a ſuperior Being to ou, and will make *em attend 


my Pleaſure. 


Mer. Moſt nobly . how proud ſhall I be to 


| kave the Sun my Fellow-Servant! 


Runs. The World is Nature's Houſe of Entertain | 


ment, where Men of Wit and Pleaſure are her free 
Gueſts, ty'd to no Rules and Orders: Fools indeed are 
der Houſhold-Stu, which ſhe locks up, and brings forth 
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at Seaſons; handſome Fools are her Pictures; ſtudious, 


plotting, engineering Fools are her Mechanick Imple- 


ments; ſtrong laborious Fools, are her common Uten- 


fils ; valiant bold Fools, are her Armory; and dull in- 
ſignificant Fools are her Lumber, which by Wars, Pla- 


gues, and other Conveniencies, ſhe often throws and 


1 out of the World. 

Mer. Very well, Sir :---and pray what Fool am 1? 

| Ramb. An amphibious Creature, that liveſt in both 
| Elements of Wit and Fool; the major part of thee is 
Fool, but that part of thee that is Wit is true Wit; 
and fo thou art a nobler Animal than many of thoſe poor 
Creatures that thou ſeeſt ſwim after Men of Wit and 


2 Senſe, for the Scraps and Orts of Wit that fall from 


them ; they leap and play out of the Water, as high as 
they can, but they are but Fiſh ſtill; Folly is their Ele- 


ment, and there they muſt ſtay. I pity the poor Poets 


theſe Creatures do but ſpoil our Mirth, but they ruin the 
Poets Labours; they are to them as the Fox is to the 
Badger; when the Badger has with great pains fcratch'd 
himſelf a Hole, the Fox comes and ſtinks him out of it: 
Put enough of this. Come, to the buſineſs in 
hand; however 'tis in other Affairs, I am for reducing 
Love to the State of Nature ; I am for no propriety, but. 
every Man get what he can: however Invaſion in this 
Caſe I am ſure is lawful; when a pretty young Woman 
lies in the poſſeſſion of an old Fellow, like a fair fertile 
Province under the Dominion of the Turi, uncultivated 


and uninjoy d, no good Chriſtian but ought to make war 


upon him :- mine is a kind of Holy War, and I de- 


ſerve a Benediction: And ſo my e arg to 


your Arms. 
Mer. Sir, you will make the aus 414 Lord cut « the 
pretty Creature's Throat. 


Ramb. Oh, Sir, he hon es his Derm too watt 
for chat, like an old Cat chat has been àa good Mouſer in 7 
1 . _” 
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oy time, lic loves his Prey, tho” it he but to * over 
But look, I fee a Light. | 
22 I hear her voice too: I am ſure tis bers 8. 
Ramb. She's coming to the Window: 
Rogues, ran and light your F lambeaux, or call a Link 
that ſhe may ſee nme. L bit Foot ment 
Mer. Up ſo late! 
Ramb. Ay, poor Creature, ſhe, like the reſt of er 


Sex, can have no reſt in this World, neither with a Man, 
nor without a Man; not with a Man, for if he be young, 


. 
* 


hie lets her have no reſt ; if he be old, ſhe lets him have 


no reſt; and without a Man, to reſt is impoſſible: So, 
poor Souls, they have no reſt in this Life Hark, 
they” are loud; let 8 liſten. 1420 


Lari Drybane, Betty F riſque, © and Ciſs, come to the 
Minde. | 


ea Dr. What do you come to the Window for ? 


come to bed I fay, 


| Betty. I will not come to bed. 
Lord Dr. Will you Kill be thus bumourſome ? IM 
: Betty. Ves, that I will. _. 
Lord Dr. Come, you are a pond, guy, whimſical, 
inconſidetable, fantaſtical Jilt; Z 
- Betty. Come, you area weak, trifing old No man. 
Rambi Oh admirable! this is a Serenade to me. 
Lord Dr. How dare you talk thus toa Man of my 
Quality 1. = 11 
Betty. What care I. for your Quality ? wy you ; think 
I am in love with a Patent? *tis a Man, and not a pg 
of Parchment that I value. ler a 
Ramb. A very Wit, as I live. 
»Cifs, Pray, Madam, do not anger my Lord "eh | 
Lord Dr. Do oo wem ho! am, that as * ay, 
— „ ie! 
50 Ye beer youtobea Thing with aide er 
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rather N othing with, a Title: Your Lordſkip is Titular, 
. your Manhood is Titular, and every Thing Titular but 
your Money; and your ſubſtantial Money compounds f for 
your Titular Perſon. 

Lord Dr. Do you twit me i ib Teeth with my Bounty 
to you? forgive the Fault, Mrs. Elizabeth Friſque, I 
ſhall be penitent and reſorm. | 

Betty. I doubt not your Penitence and Reformation ; ; 


I ſhall have ſome Ambaſſadours from Guinea to morrow, 
to treat of a Peace; the King's Image in Gold, muſt 


make Satisfaction for the Faults committed by the Image 
of a Subject. 

Ramb. The moſt admirable Tongue - Fencer I have 
heard, he cannot get a Hit of her. 

Lord Dr. You are very civil, Mrs. Elizabeth, —— 
To ſhew how damnably I ſhall fruſtrate your Ex pecta- 
tions, I this night put an end to your Reign: Your way 
of Livelihood is much after the Mode of the Tarcars; 
when you have graz'd all you can in one Province, you 
ſeek out a new one : and ſo prepare to morrow 111 freſh 
_ Forage. 

Betty. My way of living with you 10 been much 
after the Mode of Tartars, for I have taſted ſince I 
came, nothing but Horſe-fleſtr; and freſh Forage I wil 
ſeek to morrow. 

Lord Dr. And ſo you ſhall | [Exit Lord Dr. 

Mer. Do you hear, Sir? the fair Faulcon will have 
her Hood and her Bells pull'd off to e and be ſet 
to fly at Liberty. | 

Ram. I hear: I want but a neh to lure her tots on 
my Fiſt: where ſtay my loitering Rogues? = 
Mer. I am afraid 'tis ſo late there” s not. a light c to be 
got. 

Betty. ** cif, Pl go lie with thee | 
Ci. Why do you vex my Lord ſo, Madam? | 
3 2 This is the 1 1 5 him under: not a £4 
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| 85 lable le ſpeaks to night, but ſhall coſt him dearer chan 
Printinga Book in Folio: he ſhall be glad to morrow to 

tie me and all my things in my Chamber with Point de 
Fenice, and barricado me with Stones as rich as the Phi- 
. Joſophers Stone, and Mortar of Amber-greaſe. 


Ci. Well, I ſwear'tis a rare Thing to be an abſolute 
Prince; and have rich Subjects; oh how one may pill 
em and poll em. Exit. 
. Rank. Oh dull Rogue that T m_ I have ſtaid till 
he's gone; gone, a: I live, the Window is ſhut and all 
dark: ſtrike up, you Rogues, and retrieve her; never 
ſtay for tuning. She does not come yet :---ſcrape as 
loud as you can, make your Catguts ſqueek as loud as a 
Confort of Caterwaulers would at the roaſting of one :--- 
ſhe's gone to bed; I am ruin'd :=—Sing, join all. your 
. Throats and baul: beat a Travalley en the Drums of their 
Ears. J hear ſome body at the Window, C Lord Dryb. 
tis ſhe J hope: now be more melodious, & peeps out of 
Teſt you fright her hence. the Window. 


Lord Dr. Muſick at my Door at this time o' night 
Now I ſhall diſcover my Gentlewoman's Intrigues : "twas 
for this ſhe came tq the Window: I'll liſten to try if I 

can find out any Myſtery by their Song, and then Real 
to the Door and ſee 1 they are. 
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Pox of imtertinent 1 | 
7 he Pleaſures of Yeuth te invade: 5 
' "The Cheat who bas long been broke, © 
Has Impudence ſtill to trade. 
Aouaten fair Celia betimes, 
Before thy feoeet Youth's ungene ; 
Come ſce thy Delights in a Breaft 
i 2 bag ee a e. for ene. 
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As they bave done Anzing. enter Sir Thomas Rah i ia 7 


that I have loft Ramb/e while I have been looking my 


the Fiddles hereabout. „ [Lr 


ne Cour wer 


T bring thee hot Youth and Lr, 
' Come mingle thy Fires with mine  ' © 
We'll ſerve h the Night for Starr. 
And make ther aſbam d to ſhine. een 
0 down to my plentiful Feaſt, F218 35 403 
Lie picking o Bones o more. 
The ſeraps of a Diſb ill. dreſv d, 8 Fo 


And the leavings of many 4 Where. ' 


Buff-coat, with a long Sword by Bis fide, . 5 | 
tuo or three Footmen with long Sword. | 


Sir Tho. Where 1 is this Remble and his Fiddle? » 


juſt now bereahoad. . J 
Sir Tho. How ſhall 1 10 1 ate e bis Wa com- 


pany of Rogues, to lay my Buff. coat out of the way, 


Coat 77 you, Sirrah, to let your Torck go out. 
| | [#0 one of the Formen. 
| Ramb. What an unluckly Puppy a am I? ſhe does not WM 
look out yet. „„ _- 
1 Perm. Sir, Sir, an't like your Worſhip, 1 fee 
heap of Men at yonder door, I believe they are they. 
Sir Tho. How ſhall 1 know that, Sirrah ?---come a- 
long, I'll liſten, and hear what they talk of: if it be 
Ramble, I' ramble him, I'll teach him to come n + 
and rumbling after my Daughter. * 
2 Frotm, O' my conſcience tis he, Sir; for I heard 


15 
4 


Sir 70. Hold your Tongue, you Puppy. 


Enter Lord Drybone in bis Night-gown, with a Sword 
in bis Hand. 
Lord Pr So, they are here ſtill ; I was afraid. is | 
were gone; now ſhall I diſcover who they are. 


Aer. She's gone to bed, Sir; ; the ek not came ot 4 
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- Rams. How anlucky was this? 

Sir Tho. I have found him i'faith 3 "IP 3 
Voice, and that's my Daughter they talk of: ſhe has 
promis d to come out to him it ſeems: - here's brave do- 
ings; I'll make ſome body ſmart :---Rogues be ready 
when | give the Word NY me peep Whereahouts he 

is. Sir Tho. ma 


Lord Dr. So, fo, they expect to ſteal her out 
Oh brave Whore Who can this be ?——let me 


A Fellow in a Buff. coat; ¶ Peeps. about Sir 
and by what I can perceive, an old Tho. and Sir Tho. 
Fellow too: What, has ſhe In- C abou? Lord Dr. 
trigues with Hectors and old Hectors !] methinks an old 

- rich Lord, ſhould be as good as an old poor Hector. 

Sir Tho, Ha! in his N ight-gown! juſt ready to chop 
to bed to her when ſhe comes; they have made a match to 
lie together here to night: Oh ſweet virtuous Madam 
Cbriſina ! T have bred you up to fine purpoſe! I'll ſtay 
till you come, to give my Bleſſing on you both toge- 
her. 55 

Mer. Come, Sir, you had as good £0 to your Re- 
_ poſe; 3 the jealous old Coxcomb does fo watch her Wa- 
ters, that ſhe cannot get out. 

Lord Dr. The jealous old Cox-comb ! Oh brave! what 
Rogues _ 

Sir Tho. The jealous old Coxcomb | f Sirrah, your 
Throat ſhall be cut for this. 
 Ramb. Pox on him for me, he has made me take * 
night $ Fatigue. 


Lord Dr. Pox on him 
Sir 750. Pox on him! yes, III give him five thou- 


fand Pound with. * Hooper to. bid a Pox on me.--- 
| 3 Hf I will. | 

Ven. Sir, Sir, bene Bufine i ie, the Doar is 

1 open; if you wil, Tl enter ſoftly, and be what it 

G "nf means. 2 20 — ab 1 * lg — 1 2 2 | 
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©» Ramb: Do, oh do, ph 1 Oh Heav'n 
grant—— 

Lord Dr. Stealing to the Door q 

[ Lord Drybone, gets between Merry and the Din 
Who's there? 7 24 gives Merry a Box th' Ear. 

Mer. A Friend. | _ [Merry ftrites him again. 

Lord Dr. Ho, Peter, George, ho, my People, hoÞ 

Sir Tho. Are you quarrelling amongſt yourſelves? I' 
make one among you :———Ramb/e,---where are ue 
Ramble ? I'll Ranble you :---fall on. | 

 Ramb. Sir Tho, Rafe? 8 Voice, Im ruin d; retreat, 
retreat. | 2 

[Ramble and Merry retreat, followed by:Sir Tho. 
2 Raſh's Men: The Fidlers run ſeveral ways. 

Sir Tho, Ranble is my Man - and here he is: are 
you running into your Caſtle, Sir? [Lays bold ou L. Dr. 

Lord Dr. George, Peter, George ! 

Sir Tho. Oh, you change your voice, Sir, now, I am 
come, do you ? 'tis not George, nor St. George ſhall help 
you now Sir: I'll teach you to make a Whore N. "my 
Daughter, —_ 2 

Lord Dr. How ! her Father here! is this old Hector 
her Father Make a W hore of your Daughter, Sir? 
your Daughter was a Whore before I * wy, thing'to 
do with her. 


Sir Tho. Oh horrid, ſhe” common! however I vil 
have my Pennyworths out of you. 


Lord Dr. Murder, Murder; George, Peter, _— 
TOP! come help me z 
1 Enter Lord Drybone's Men. 1 
2 Botm. My Lord aſſaulted! a Huh 
Sir Tho. Murder, Murder ; ; Andrew, Nicholas, wil; ;. 
Rogues, come help me 
Enter Ramble and Merry fighting with * Tho's Men. 
. Ramble. Six Thomas calls out Murder, 7 1250 
di W 1 . bn Be Mare her about! 15 8 ny 
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ir Tho Men run | away from Rathble, and 


e 
| Lord Dr. Ho, the Watch | a Conſtable, a Conſtable ! 
| 
| 
| 


1 Drybone run, in calling e — 
all the reft fight helter ntelter. 
. Enter:Conflatle and Watch... 
cas. Knock." em down, knock em down 
| [The Watch knock the Servants down. 
| Seie that Man amd that Man and bring em before me. 
=Y [Watch ſeizes Sir Tho. and Ramble. 
Who ave yo. ? what are you? come before me : 
9 Sir Thomas Raſp ! and Squire Ramble l- I know 
1 you both: What's the meaning of this, Gentlemen ? 
| a Man of your Worſhip, Sir Thomas, to be a fighting in 
dhe Streets O this time o night! fe upon it : and PINE, 
you uſe to be more civil. 

Ramb. Sir Thomas, I am glad to fee you ſo wen; 
hope you have got no hurt ome; was it N 
with you) FIR 

Sir To. Oh fine Fellow J he has got his Clothes cn. 
already, to put a cheat upon me; and the. better to pro- 
mote it, pretends he knows nothing of the fe 17 
No, Sir, no, I have got no SE. 5 

- Ramb. 1 am glad of it with all my heart. FER 

Sir The. To make a Whore of 1 Ben, is no 
we... e 
Ramb. I was very 1 to * by. 

Sir Tho. - And ſo was I to diſcoyer this . 
Conſt. This is like Gentlemen; ; now [ .commend Von; 
Come Gentlemen, you axe both my; F riends; - I will con- 

vey you ſafe home with my Fleet of Lanthorns, and let 8 

de merry as we go: the Man in the Acon and 1 are 
Dukes of 3 25 a Spill to my 


1 
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5 Dau ghter in Brideze/] : ſeize that Gentleman, Mr. Con- 
fable. I. 


Rams. Me, Sir, for what ? you are in n ſome miſtake x Wo 
I came to your aſſiſtance. — 

Sir Tho. Seize him, I tay. | 7 2997 "2s 

| Ramb. What's the meaning of this ? 

Sir ho. You ſhall know the Meaning preſently. 

Conſt. Come, come, Narr pray let us make 

you Friends. 
Rami. Sir, there was never any Enmity left us ; 
there is no Man in the World that Iam more Servant to 
than Sir Thomas Raſh. © 

Sir Tho. Yes, Sir, I know what travis you ay me, 
and you ſhall have your Wages : ſeize us both, I ſay, and 
carry us before the next Juſtice of Peace. 

Conſt. I am ſorry for this, I'faith, Gentlemen. 
| Ramb. Sir Thomas there need be no-ſeizing, I'll waig 
upon you: Mr. Conſtable, if you pleaſe you may let me 
walk at liberty, I will engage my Honour to you, I 
will wait on Sir Thomas Rafſp wherever he pleaſes to com- 
mand me. 

Sir Tho. No thanks to you, Sir, PI make you 40 it: 
I' try if. there be Law againſt ſuch leud Doings as theſe 
are : bring him along here. [walks before in haſte; 

Conſt. What have you done, Squire, to Sir 2 _ ? 
he is a haſty cholerick Man. 

Ram. I have only hindred him from tn his Throat | 
cut; if he be angry at that, I cannot help it. 


Mer. What Devil brought this old Fellow hither? and 
what ails him? 


4 Noiſe within of drunken Bullies, zoho enter raith their 
| Swords draton, roaring. 
Om. Bul. Hay, hay, ſcour ! ſcour! 
1 Bal. An honeſt Gentleman going to Prifon, 
Om. Bul Rogues, Rogues ! 


{The Bullies fight, and beat the Watch; all go off ſeating | 
and roaring. ACT 


15 . Countar WIr. 


ACT hl. SCENE tÞ 


ier Ramble, 
Ramb. C AM beholden to the honeſt danken Bullies 


that procur'd my liberty from theſe Night-Cor- 


fairs and Algerines call'd the. Watch, that pickaroon up 
and down in the Streets, and will not let an honeft Chri- 
ſtian Veſſel, laden with Burganay, fail by: but I Was lit- 
tle beholden to Fortune, to ſtand in need of their help: 
I do not like the adventure with; this cholerick old Fa- 
ther-in-law of mine; a Pox of the formal Coxcombs for 
me, that invented the Rules of Manners, and Civility, and 
Foolery: I muſt endure the Humours of this old Fel- 
low, only becauſe he club'd to the Production of the fair 


Chriſtina ; as if a Man were bound in Civility to ſtand 


under the Droppings' of a Conduit all Days on's Liſe, be- 
cauſe once at a Coronation it ran Claret, * . 
drunk with it. | 
nter Merry go. Habella e AI 
Mer. Sir, Sir, I have the moſt glorious News for you! 
Ramb. Ha ! quick, quick. ; thou fir "may ---what 
-" 343d. ; 
Mer. A moſt delicate young e Wife toa Perſon. of 
very. great Quality, has been fick for you theſe: fix 
Months ; and her Husband happening this Night to be 
out of Town, ſhe has ſent her Woman for you. 
Lab. O why did you ſay ſo, Sir ? I told you I ſtole 
out o my own Head, out of Pity: to her: She knows 
nothing of it. 


Renb. No, no, ſhe know nothing of it to my Knows 
ſedge. 
Jab. 1 know * I * him ſhe will kill me: but 
I had rather ſhe ſhould kill me, than Love ſhould kill her, 
Rant, L will fave both your Lives; dear Creature, 
lead me uickly to her before her Diſeaſe grows deſperate. 


53 Jen, Sir, Fan muſt ſend your Man away; nor 


mad 


35A wm, try Pw — . 


no 
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mult you know whither you go. n what am 1 


going to do?! i 1 
| Rams. Come along, ſent; Rogue Se $877 7 to 
your own Affairs. [EExeunt Ramble and Iſabella. 


Mer. I have 1 Itch to be following em, and ſee 
whither they go: — they are gotten into Chairs, and 
the Rogues are in their Trot :--Now they. have turn'd the 
Corner: — Let 'em go, Dll to my — conlcientions F 
Matrimonial Affairs. h Brit. 
Rue Chase The Sbene e Ros; Neha ang: 
et dizon, and pep * Iſabella een ae 
out of tbem. | 
Jab. IJ have brouglu ye you thivs far, Sir, 1 * 
knows how to lead you any further: My Wit is here at 
an end: I dare not for my Life introduce you Cannot 
you pretend ſome miſtake or other? : 
Ramb. A thouſand, a thouſand: 1. will EY | 
ſome Miſtreſs of ine aden chang) her Lodging, 
and I miſtook; this for it. 9 
Vb. That will be excellent: I * you want no Wit 
upon theſe Occaſions:. But will you be faichful yo my 
Lady's Honour, Sir, and not truſt your Man, nor any 
Friend you have, with a Secret of ſuch Importance? 
Ramb. I will cut out my Tongue if I talk, of it but . 

a Dream. 
Jab. Dear Sir, do: well, 38 litle bit ab 2 mi- 
nute, whilſt I run in, and ſee in what humour my Lady 
iszand I will come back and ſhewyou her Chamber. Ex. Iſ. 
 - Rant. Ten thouſand Thanks, my dear, dear Provi- 
dore Sent ſor by a: young handſome Lady (ta: 
her Inſtrument ſays ſhe is) to ſupply not only the abſence, 

but defects of a Husband,: Let me fee, what ready Love 
have I about me? I ſhauld come off bluely' now, if F 
ſhould not have enough, but be forc'd to cheat her of 
2 half of the. reckoning. No matter, ſhe is rightly 


erv'd to 3 ſo; en to have given me fair 
6 warning 


26d; | 
be ; ſhe has a large, rolling, ſmilling, black Eye, full of 


warning, and not have drawn ſo great a Bill as this on me, 
to be paid at ſight: ſhe might well think, I that am ſuch 


a conſtant Trader, cannot have much Money in Bank. 

Ay, but ſhe is in Love, and Love is blind; one may put 
a falſe Piece of Coin on him now / and then, eſpecially 
aſter J have paid him æ great Sum, he will not beſo ſcru- 


=; pulous. —— Well, I ama Catholick Man, of ſtrange uni- 
verſal uſe; I ought to have a Penſion for the publick Ser- 


vice I do the State: but tho' J am an excellent Subject, I 


ama traiterous Lover; how like a barbarous Villain do 
Tuſe- that divine Creature Mrs. Cbriſtina ? If I were 
fifty Rambles bound together, I had not merit enough 
for her Love; and I, tho' Iam but one, yet parcel my 


ſelf out every minute to fifty Women; yet 'tis not for 
want of Love to her, for the Injoy ment of other Wo- 
men gives me not ſo much Delight as a Smile from her: 
and yet, I'gad, the Injoyment of her would not keep me 


from the Chaſe of other Women. ——Here I am raving 
mad after a Woman, only tickled with-an Image in my 
_ own fancy, of a young, pretty, melting, twining, burn- 


ing Creature; who for ought I know may be only an old, 
ugly, leacherous Succuba, like a burning Hill, with "7h 
on her Top, and Fire in her Guts; and has inchanted 


me to her Embraces with a delicate young amorous Picture, 
put in my Head. No, no, it cannot be; if ſhe were ug-' 


Iy, ſhe would not have the Impudence to ſend for me; 

nay, ſhe would not have the Impudence to love: No, 
no, the muſt be handſom, ay, and extremely handſom 
Let me ſee, what kind of Woman may ſhe 


Fire; a round, ſweet, juicy, melting Lip, full of Blood; 
even, ſmall Ivory Teeth; full, round, white, hard 


Breaſts; a ſmall, ſtrait, delicate Shape; a white little 


Hand, inelining to be moiſt; a little, neat Foot; her 
Stature middling.---Ay, this is ſhe, I know her as well as 
if I were married to her; Iam fure 'tis ſhe.---'gad Lam 

e paſſon 


\ 
\ 


1 „ 


SES he Ee; 


_ 
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paſſionately in love with her.- Oh, my Year Envoy, 
come back quickly with full Commiſion from thy La- 


dy, or I ſhall fall into a Fever.---Come, come, come.--- 
Here ſhe is; here ſhe is; my Dear, let's go, let's go, 
let's go ;-.-ſhew me the way, ſhew me the way, my dear 
Scout, for my Forces are all up in Arms, and 1 5 100 


te in ſpite of my Teeth, I cannot hold em in. 


Enter Iſabella. 


Jab. Ah, Sir, begone, begone, or I ſhall. be maſs, 
be kill'd ; I gave my Lady (to try what ſhe would ay) 


but a little hint, not of your being here, but only ſaid, 
What if I could bring you hither? or ſo! and ſhe ran 


diſtracted : 


[ thought ſhe would have dy d: I never 


ſaw one in fuch a Paſhon in my Life. Oh, Sir, there 


is no hope; ſhe is ſo tender of her Honour, 2 7 it is 
impoſſible to come at her. 

Ramb. What doſt thou fay ; than tbrtur'lt me! 
wrack'ſt me! kill'ſt me! *tis impoſſible to come at her l. 
*tis impoſſible not to come at her I am all o' fire, 
and I muſt go, will go.— 
' Jab. Oh, Sir, what do you mean? do you bear me 
malice ? have you a mind I ſhould be kill'd ? [ Holds him. 

Ranb. 11ove thee, next thy Lady, above all the Crea- 
tures in the World] will take all upon myſelf, and 
pretend I came in by miſtake ; and no Creature ſhall 


know any Thing. 


Jab. Oh, Sir, ſhe will know it all to be a mere in- 


_ vented Story, a Flam; for I have the Keys of all the 
Doors, and no body can come in but by my Con'ent. 


Ramb. Oh, but 285 left open the Door to night by 


accident. 
Iſab. Oh, no, no, . I hut em, and told her I 


- ſhut 'em! and was more careful than ord'nary to night, 
| becauſe of his Lordſhip's being abroad, and few Seryants 


in the Houſe. 


Rund. 
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Rimb. A Pox o* the Doors---F _ 8 e on 
80 in---I cannot but go in | 

Hab. Have you a mind 1 ſhould be kilr de you 
chirſt aſter my Blood ? | 
+» Ramb.' 1 will protect both thy Life and Hobs.” 
Jab. But, Sir, you W my Lady may * IE All 
| the Fodtmen in the Houſe. Y 


Ramb. Then I will call up one 95 my . and kick 
: 'em all down Stairs. TO 


Mas. Oh, 1 beſeech you. =T: intreat you. 


[Falls dren and holds his Fas 
Namb. Dear Creature, I cannot forbear : I am a cer- 


tain Steed that am us'd to leap into other Mens Grounds ; 


and ] muſt leap tho with a Clog at my Foot. [He drags ber. 


Jab. Oh, Sir, Sir, let me but go in and ſettle my 


Countenance, that I may appear as if knew nothing of 


the Plot; do but do that for me. 

. Romb, Ay, with all my Heart, dear Rogue: w%. will 
40 any Thing that's Reaſon. lfabella runs in. 
In what a heat am I! this iooks like a trick in this Slut, 
to make me ſo fierce and ravenous, that, like a hungry 
Lion, 1 ſhall prey at laſt on her my Keeper. 

Enter Iba. 8 
Ne my Dear RH | | 

Jab. Oh, Sir, ruin'd, ruin d my * 117 8 over- 
heard all our talk, and is ready to fall into Fits: Jam 
undone, undone 


Ramb. Is ſhe in Fits lam the only Man at Fits 
in the World. heh 


Ib. Oh, $i r, you cannot get to her, the has lock'd 


herſelf i in her Chamber; and if you offer any Y.olence, 
' ſhe will call out to the Neighbours. w 


- Ramb. A Pox on her for falling in love with me, and 
| 0 thee for telling me; find out ſome way of making an 


| Interview betwixt us, or open Wars will break out, and 
Iwill march to her Frontiers. Jab. 


\ 


* 


„ Ee ee inn ne 


£ Jab. It is an invincible Paſſion which I have for your 
Lady. | 
h Habbo ih tea invincible Paſſion which I have for 
1 . you Lady. 
Iſab. I muſt ſpeak with her now my Lord's abroad. 
11 Rams. I muſt ſpeak with her now my Lord's abroad. 
| Dub. If ſhe will ruin her en. and be obſtinate, 
1 ſhe may. 
: Rams. If ſhe will ruin her Reputation and beobſtinate, 
7 || the may. 
Jab. For I die if I do not ſee her. - 
Ramb. For I die if I do not ſee her. | 
Jab. Ne let me run and ſee how this has wronght-: 
er- I muſt call to her thro' the Key-hole. 
am {Exit Iſab. and calls within, Ae 
Rams. This Jade has heated me till ] am all in a Foam. 
its Enter Iſabella. | 
Ist. This has done good: ſince her Honour 
k'd would be wholly ruin'd if there ſhould be any Hubbub 
ce, made, to preſerve her Honour my Dory conſents to ad- 
mit you. 
nd  Ramb. Oh, ſweet Rogue ;* ; 
an Lab. Not ſo ſaſt, Sir, you muſt ſwear not to o dg 
and an Thin | 
ſab, N * Ramb. 


what that will do. 
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Jab. I cannot find out one, tho? I . break my 
Prain with Study. 


Ramb. Then keep thy Brain whole, and 1 will bai 
the Door. 


Jab. Hold, Sir, hold Sir, fuce it muſt be ſo, I have 


thought of one: ſay after me as loud as the may hear 


you, for her chamber is but hard by, and we will ſee 


Excuſe me, Mrs. Slows; for forcing myſelf ſo rudely 
into your Lady's Houſe. 725 [She ſpeaks jo th. 


 Ramb. Excuſe me, Mrs. Andrews, for forcing myſelf - 
ſo rudely into your Lady's Houſe. [He peaks loud. 
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, Rams. Ay, ay, I ſwear! whatelſe? 
© Jab. I muſt run and tell her. 

. - [Shegees aut, and comes. in aaa. 
And you muſt ſwear not to ſee her, or call for a Light, 
ar draw the Windows or Curtains,” -  ' 
'. Ramb. I ſwear, I ſ wear. 
ab. I run and tell „ 

Lee, 4 err enters RET 
And you muſt ſwear not to talk to her, or at leaſt compel 
her to talk, to gueſs who ſhe is by her Voice. 

'* Ramb.1 fear I will not give her Leiſure to talk, l will 
..employ her Tongue otherwiſe, Eæit Iſabella, and enters 
- * Jab: And you muſt ſwear not to touch her. 
Ramb. Nay then I ſhall be articled out of all; I will 
keep my paſt Articles, but 1 Will not make one Article 
more. 


f.llow me ;---ſoftly, that none of the Servants may 
hear. - Hold, Sir, to let you ſee what an extraordinary 
Eſteem my Lady has of you, ſhe will truſt you with her 
Honour, and diſcover the beautiful Empire which your 
victorious Charms have conquer'd :——See, Sir, this i is 
the wounded Lady. 
The Scene is drawn, and od iſcovers Chriſtina. 
. 1 Ramb. Chriſtina! am I berray'd ? Oh, for an Art to 
walk away inviſible. 


Cbriſ. Whither, whither, cruel Sir, are you convey- 


ing my Felicity away, now I have taken ſuch Pains to 
attain it ? Oh uſe not that Empire Nature has given you 
-over poor Women's Hearts too tyrannically ! conſider 
we are poor, ſoft, loving Things, and a little Cruelty will 
kill us; have pity on a poor Lady, that dies for you, and 
is forc'd to deſcend from the Modeſty of her Sex, tocourt 
you to a Minute's Converſation, at an Hour when the reſt 
of the happy World enjoy, ſome their Loves, ſome their 

Repoſe, and all are at Eaſe but poor me. JM 
4 8 | 4%. 


Jes. Well then, fince it muſt be fo, RG es 
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Ram. Jade, you will pay for this (if de to Iſab. 
dag can help me now but Impudence : So, Ma- 
dam, you think you have put a fine Trick on me now 3 
you think you have catch'd me. 

"_=_ L warrant you knew of the Plot. 

Rams. I warrant you think I did not. 

Cbriſ. Why did you? F 

- Ramb. Did 11 a likely Matter, that I ſhould not- 


know T/abella's Voice. 


Chriſ. Why thou Prodigy of Inipydince; dar'f chew 
impoſe ſuch a Falſhood as this on-me? I believ'd thee a-: 


gainſt the Reports of the whole World, which long ſince 
aſſured me of thy Baſeneſs; but doſt thou think I will be-: 


lieve thee againſt the Tann, of my Eyes too? know 
J this Minute tear thee out o my 2 and after this 
never ſee me more. | 


Nan. Ha, ha! what ſhall we joſt till x we e ? 


Enter a Servant running. 

Serv. Madam, Madam, here's your Father a coming: 
it ſeems he miſs'd you out of your Lodging, and is co- 
ming in a great Rage to ſee if you be here. 

Ramb. Ah, what will he ſay if [Ramble creeps arvay at 
he catch me here : let me be [one door. Enter at ano- 
gone, make room, make room. [Her Sir Tho. Raſh. 

Sir Jo. So Maid, have I found you out o' doors? go. 

Chriſ. Who do you ſpeak to, Sir? 

Sir Tho. To the Corruption of my Blood; to the Diſ. 


eaſe of my Soul; to the Filth of my Houſe; to the Putre. 
faction of my Honour; a Blot which my Sword ſhould 


this Inſtant ſcrape out of Being, if the Rent could be hid 
from the Eyes of the World, or all the Duſt ofthe Grave 
conceal thee. 

Cbriſ. Oh Heaven! 


Sir Tho. Speak not, thy Voice is more horrid to me 


than the Groans of a Mandrake; thy Sight more odious 
than a Monſter ; no Senſe of mine will endure to hold 
Communication with thee. S Jab. 
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Maintainer, will you! 7— 


50 The CounTRty Wi $_ 
Jab. "Hey, hey! all this for an i innocent Frolick! 


Sir 750. For a Frolick, and ani innocent Frolick ; Oh ! [ 
the incomprehenſible Impudence of the Age! Leudneſs 
is a Frolick ! and Abomination, Innocence ! Oh ſweet 

World, how art thou ſet with thy Heels upwards ſince 1 


knew thee ! 


-Virtue and Honeſty were Innocence, 


when I firſt came into thee ; but now Filthineſs is Inno- 


cence, and Hell and the Devil a Frolick ! Oh that the 
Gout, or a Greenland Froſt had ſeized the Fingers of the 
Deſtinies, e' er they had ſpun out my Thread to ack a 


frolickſome Age. 


_ Chriſ. Good Sir, why do you rde yourſelf. and 


aMiQ me with theſe cauſeleſs Tranſports ? I know not 


the Senſe of your Diſcourſe ; your Language has to me 


NO Meaning: they are Words never entered into my Ears 


before; tis all Diſtraction to me. 


- 0p Tho. Oh, you are for the Suhfance: and not ths 
Picture in Words and Phraſes :---Þ ll tell you my Mean- 


ing more plainly : Then know Mrs. Innocence, you are 


naught, you have been naught with Ramble, he own'd 


it, conkele'd i it, hoaſted it to me, to my Face, to my 


Throat, with his Tongue, with his Sword; he ſaid you 


had been leud with him, and that you had been leud de- 

fore ever he touched you. 

_ Chriſ. Oh | [She ſauocns. 
Tab. She ſwoons, ſhe ſwoons, help, help! 


Sir Tio. Let her die; wou'd ſhe had dy'd in the Cra- | 


dle, in the Womb, that ſhe might never have Wundt 
this Shame and Vexation to me. 

Jab. She has not, ſhe did not, none can ay i it, none 
did ſay it, none dare ſay it; or if they did, they lye. 
Ramble lyes, and you lye, and you are all Lyars ; and 
ſhou'd an Angel from Heaven ſay it, I would ſay he were 
a Lyar, and that ſhe has more Innocence than he. 

Sir Tho. You are her Procurer, and now will be her 
out o' doors. 


Jab. 


#- 
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Jab. In this condition od are a natural Father ! - | 


Sir 7ho. She's none of my Daughter; her whole Maſs 
of Blood, her whole Body, her whole Soul is changed. 

Jab. She is thy Honour, thy Glory. 

Sir Tho. Then TORE: follow me henceforward — 

Go I fay. 
© $4. She ſhall not go; I will defend her whilk 1 have | 
a Nail or a Tooth. 

Sir Tho. Nay then drag 4 hence; fs his Rauen. | 
he that refuſes I'll drag to the De- [They thruſt them out. 
Vil:—=Go, to Ramble with her,---and after fix Months 
Iniquity, when his beaſtly Appetite is gallop'd to his 
Journey's End, and is tired with whipping and ſpurring 
ſo long in the Dirt, then to the Baudy-houſes and com- 
mon Shops of Leudneſs with her, and ſo to the Pox and 
Beggary, and ſo to Rottenneſs and the Grave, and ſo to 
the Devil: —an admirable Journey, go. 
Now will I with all ſpeed to the Writ- Office, and rake | 
Writ.to-arreſt my Lady Fadalè in an Action of a Thou- 
ſand Pound, for Breach of Articles: Sir Manner/y was 
by Covenant to be in Town, and the Marriage to be com- 
' Pleated four Days ago; he is not come, my Daughter is 
debauch'd, my Family diſhonour'd, and all by means of 
their Breach of Articles: It is not a Thouſand Pound can 
make me Reparation; [ will not abate one Farthing of 
what the Law will give me: And I will alſo have a 
pluck with that worthy Gentleman, Mr. Ramble, I will 
try if there be no Law againft inveigling young Women 
to Leudneſs and Naughtineſs. Tis more than Break of 
Day; I'll go get the Writ and Bailiffs, and ſee it ſerv'd 
myſelf in Perſon; ed ſhe 1 is up, my Bummers ſhall 
have her in Bed. 1 Exit. 


SCENE, Lord Drybone* 5 Houſe 
| Enter the Lord Drybone. 80 
Lord Dr. Get my Coach ready, quickly. [/peaks within 


C.2 How PE 
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| n Hanes what Rumbling's that ?---Cifs. [4 noiſe within: 
= © Enter Ciſs. 
J c fs. My Lord. 
Lord Dr. What's the Rumbling within? 
Ci. Nothing, my Lord, but my Lady's packing up 
| Sher Things to be gone, as you warned her laſt Night. 
Lord Dr. I had forgot it; is ſhe ſocapricious wa me? . 
| I'll tay her, if it be but to croſs her. 
{Goes out, and re-enters immediately, pulling in Betty 
Friſque, fo//oved by a Porter with a Trunk.) 5 
Sirrah ſet down the Trunk, [/0 the Porter, 
Betty. Sirrah, carry down the Trunk. 
Lord Dr. Sirrah, ſet it down, or I'll kick you down 
Stairs. 
Betty. Sirrau, carry it down 0 or ru break n neck 
down Stairs. 
Lord Dr. Sirrah, lay a while, or PII run my Sword 
into you: ſince you are ſo humourſome, Gentlew o- 
man, take your Choice, your Trunks ſhall go ang you 
ſhall ſtay, or you ſhall go and your Trunks ſhall ſtay : 
if I have not paid dear enough for you to have you be 
mine, I am ſure I have bought and paid enough for all 
that is in the Trunks to diſpoſe of them. 
Betiy. Well, and I think I have paid dear enough for 
thoſe things, in enduring all rw g ae, peeviſh 1 
Humours. 8 
Lord Dr. What jealous Mohwowre ? I love you too 
well, that's my Fault. | 
Betty. Yes, indeed, you love me very well, not to let 
me breathe ſo much as a mouthful of freſh Air once in a 
; Month, and at Home not to enjoy an Hour of Quiet. 
= Lord Dr. Yes, indeed, I ſhou'd do wiſely to let you 
|  takethedreſh Air, as you call it; you never go to a Play, 
but you fall in love with ſome young Fellow ; you never 
go to Hide Part, but you are enamour'd with ſome rich 


gilt Coach ; you never go to the Exchange, but you have 
a vio- 
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a violent Paſſion ſor ſome rich Point of 40 or 50 Pounds 
value; that the Air is a dear Element to me; your freih | 
Air coſts me all my Earth almoſt. | 

Betty. I fall in love with ſome young Fellow ! I deny 
your Words; I defy you or any one in Exgland to prove 
the leaſt Falſhood in me to you, ſince J have known you: 
and for the gilt Coaches and. Points, I have no more 
than what is convenient and neceſſary ; I am ſure other 
Women eoſt other Men twice as much as I coſt you : 
here are ſome that I can name, come to viſit me in a- 
Morning, femetimes with the richeſt Points, and the 
gloriouſek Petticoats, would dazzle. one's Eyes to ſee 
'em : I am ſure the Faces of ſome of 'em. had need of 
'em; their Beauties are like thoſe of a Peacock, all in 
their ſhining Tails, 

Lord Dr. Well, there's none of them ſhould on 


you, if you would be good-humour'd. 


Betty. I do not know what you call good humour'd; 
if I had not the Patience of a Saint, I am ſure 1 could 
not bear with your Humours. | 


Lord Dr. Well, well, ſay no more, I hate this wrang- 


ling: have you any Bufineſs at the Exchange this Morg- a 


ing? Lam ſending George thither. 
Betty. No, not I. | 
Lord Dr. Prithee give over theſe Frumps and Foole- 


ries; now Tthink on't, that Point you was offered for 


forty Pound was a good pennyworth, I'll ſend for it. 
Betty. You may and you will, but I'll ha“ none or't. 
Lord Dr. Shall he call at the Jeweller's as he goes by 
for the Locket you had a Mind to? 
Betty. What you will ; not for me. 
Lord Dr. And well remembred, I will make him bring 
Mr. Dramwell, the Limner along with him; I take it 


ill of him; he has promis'd me to come any time this 


Fortnight, and put me off from time to time, and yeſ- 


terday he eme to be here this Morning ; I will make 


3 3 | him 


* 


JENS * 


be ſo fond of nine and fifty ? 1 have you < 
= done to bewitch me? 


4 5 fo: 
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him come and draw thee in theſe frumpiſh Humours, 


that thou mayſt ſee how ill they become thee. \ 
Getty. He may come if he will, but-I won't fit. 


Lord Dr. Nor! have any Occaſion for the e or e 


* 


Heth. NVBo. 
Lord Dr. Then Tire) may p fare his Ubenf: — 


well, good. morrow . 3 


Betty. Good-morrow. I He offers to go, and ſhe vey him. 
Well, the duce take you, what ails me to (Ce claps 
FE: him ont 

the Cheek. 

' Loxd Dr. Ah cokes ! 


Bath. Vou have * me ſome Love -potion, Im 


Lord Dr. Ves, EY 455 Aude, and Garlick. = 
Betty. Conſeſs, confeſe, 3 could never be thus 
fond, thus 
Lord Dr. Ah-— | 
Betty, Blind! I am perfe&tly blind 11 don't ſee a wrin- 


kle 3 you appear a very Boy t to me; a vety Cupid. 


Lord Dr. Oh thou notorious wheedling Slut, ſhall I 


fil put up ſuch impudent Abuſes as theſe * 


Betty. Ves, and be glad of em too. . 
Lord Dr. Well, Age is an abominable thing, it makes 


one pay dearer for the Lees, the Dregs, the Vinegar of 


Love, than Youth does for the ſweeteſt, briskeſt Juice of 
the Grape: Well Huſſy, George ſhall go: I will pay 


the Tax you lay upon me; but tis hard a Man ſhould. 
pay ſuch deviliſh high Chimney: money, and never have 


any Fire. | 
Betty, That's none of my 1215 1 am fare I blow os. * 
ten egough...,., i ions, 


* 


SCENE; 


# . 


h . 
SCENE, The Street. 
Enter Sir Mannerly Shallow and Booby. 


Sir May. Well, did one ever ſee the like? what a " be 


bee place is this Landon ? it is, as the Song ſays, the 
fineſt City Town that ever I ſaw in my Life. 


Bo. Oh tis a brave place * tis not a City, "tis a | 


great Country, all o' Houſes 
Sir Man. It is, as the Poet ſays, the Habitation FR the 
Gods, Hominumgue Deumgue. 

7 Boo. What is that numgue umgue, an't like your Wor- 
| ſhip Sol] 4» 7 


Sir Man. Hominumque Denne 2 for 1 * 


rumgue, that is, of Gods and Men. 

Boo. I never heard London call d nungue dumgue be- 
fore; tis a brave Thing to be a Schollard; how chance 
your Worſhip never came to aumgpue dumpue till nOYs 
but live in the Country all this while? 


Sir Man. Thou talk'ſt like an noramus; but I hall 


not trouble myſelf to inſtruct thee : Well, if I had 


known what a gentele, what a gallant Place Londen was, 


my honourable Father ſhould not have ftay'd me in the 


Country, tho' he would have married me to the fineſt 
Gentlewoman all round about ; given me his Manour- 


houſe, his Park, his Fox-dogs, and the beſt Hunting- 
Nags in the Stable : neither Dogs nor Nags, no, nor 
my Lady Mother, ſhould have perſuaded me to ſtay. 


Boo. Both his and her Worſhip were to blame, an't 


like your Worship. for ſtaying your Worſhip. 
Sir Man. For that trick, as ſoon as ever I have mar- 


ried the fine Gentlewoman I come to town to marry, for 


ſhe is but a Gentlewoman till I have married her, and 


then ſhe is a Lady ; I ſay, as ſoon as ever I have married 


her, I'll ſlay here as long as I live, and never go into 
the Country again, , 


be LS. C 4 Poe. 
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Bos. I thought your Worſhip ſaid you would go into 
the Country to ſell Lybbertown Woods. 


Sir Man, Yes, I do intend to go into the Country for 


that; but I'll ſtay here as long as I live. 


Boo. What a brave Life ſhall we live here in this brave 


Place, where all the Houſes are as big your Worſhip's 
Manour, and all over nothing but Folks ! 

Sir Man. Ay, and all Gentlefolks ! and the civil'ſt 
Gentlefol ks that ever I ſaw in my Life: I no ſooner came 
into Town, and ask'd for an Inn, but an antient grave 


(Gentleman, that I am ſure muſt be an Officer in the Mi- 


litia, Mayor of ſome Town, or a Knight, for he had a 
long great linen Scarf, ty'd over croſs his Shoulders, by 
that I thought him a Major, or a Colonel in the Militia ; 
burt he had over thata great Silver Chain, like our May- 
or's Chain, by that he ſhould be the Mayor of ſome Town. 
Boo. May be he is Mayor of a part of this City, an't 
like your Worſhip, for this i is too o big to have dan one 
Mayor. 4 
Sir Man. Ay, but then he had on his Breaſt a great 


round filver Thing, as big as the bottom of our great ſil- 


ver Sugar-diſh, with his Coat of Arms upon it, by that he 
ſhould be ſome London Knight unt one of theſe 


three I am ſure he muſt be; and of his own accord he 


came to my very Horſe-ſide, ſhew'd me an Inn, and held 
my Stirrup in ſpite of my Teeth whilſt T lighted; I ne- 
ver ſaw ſuch a civil Perſon ſince I was born: he made 
me ſo aſham'd, that all I could ſay, was to intreat him to 
do me the honour to accept of a poor Supper with me at 
my Inn; and Ani bony Booby, do you ſee to find him. 


Boo. I ſpoke to his Worſhip, and he promis'd. he would 


come without fail. 

Sir Mau. See that the Mutton: broth have white Bread 
Sippets i in it, and all Things be der e as 
our Cook. maid us d. „ p 


Boe. 
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Boo. I ſhall, an't like your Worſhip. 
- Sir Man. But this was not all ; I had no ſooner . 


my leave of the antient Gentleman, and gone to the 
Street- gate, but a Coachman, of his own accord, came, 
and civily tender'd me a Coach to carry me. 


Boo. The Horſes were ſomething lean, an't ie 


your Worſhip. 


Sir Man. I ſuppoſe tis ſome complimenting Coach, 
kept o purpoſe to compliment Strangers: and abundance 
of Strangers coming to Town, the Horſes might be worn 
out with much complimenting : for I perceive it is the 
Cuſtom here to compliment Strangers fo ; for 1 had no 


ſooner thank'd the Coachman, giving him ſomething | 


for his Civility, and preſented my ſervice to his Ma- 
ſter, but at leaſt half a dozen more Complimenting Coa- 
ches came up to me as hard as they could drive, to _ 
fer their Services. 

Bao. I believe the Gentry have been told how 3 
your Worſhip is at any time to lend your. be Team 0 
any Neighbour. | 

Sir Man. No, no, I ſaw em do the ame to twenty 

more as well as my ſelf ;j——well, *cis the civil'ſt Place 
that ever I came in days of my Birth; for I'll tell thee 


more, Booby, after I had gone a little way in a great. 


broad Street, I turn'd into a Tavern, hard by a Place they. 
call a Park; and juſt as our Park is all Trees, that Park 
is all Houſes, you cannot ſee fo far as you can ſpit; — 
and I ask d if they had any Deer in it; and they told me 
| yes, but not half ſo many as they us d to have; they 
us'd to have the beſt Deer in all the Town, and ſcarce a a 


Veniſon Paſty was formerly made, that had not the Ve- 


niſon out of their Park; But they ſaid the Park was 


now quite ſpoil'd, and the beſt Deer were all gone to 
the other end of the Town, and thoſe that d were 


Jour Raſcal Deer, not worth baking. 
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Bos. I don't wonder they are poor, an't like your 
Worſhip, for I did not ſee a bit of Graſs, except ſome 


= fprinklings among the Stones, and a little mouthful * 155 


and there on the Tops of Houſes. 
Sir Man: I warrant the Deer here are a kind of Gdats; 


and climb on Houſes to brouze; I had a great mind to 


taſte em, and ſpoke for a Paſty ; and they told me the 
ſtrangeſt Thing, they ſaid their Rooms were full of cold 
Paſties, ſo big two People might ſleep in one; and that 
if I bad a mind to a Doe, they — me in a Paſty, 
n put a Doe to me. 

Bo. Oh ſtrange! and did your worin 80 into a 
Fady bn 

Sir Max. No, Pll tell you what happen'd : juſt as 1 
ask'd for the Dee, in comes a couple of young Gentle- 


women, the handſomeſt; fineſt Gentlewomen that ever I 


beheld; Mrs. Anne Lackwit, the great Beauty of Zubber- 
un, is nothing to em; and they were all over Lace, 


and Had the fiheſt, reddeſt-Cheeks and Lips, that ever I 
| ſaw: no ripe Cherry is ſo red; they were ſo red, that 
the Blood came off the very outſide of their Lips, and as 


I kiſs'd em left a redneſs on mine. 
© Boo. Is't poſſible ! I warrant your Worſhip kiſ'd 'em ; 


too hard, you made their Teeth bleed, and that was 8 


Buſineſs. 


Sir Mar. No, we, it was the very Blood of their 


| Tapes that was dry'd- on. 
Das. Well, I never an the like! 


Sir Mar. No, norl neither; for I had no ſooner ſa- 
luted *em, to ſhew my breeding, but they of their own 


accord took me about the Neck, and kiſs'd me as if they 


had been my Siſters, or as if they had known me theſe 
twenty Years, chat I fell fo in love with them, that i“ 
my Conſcience if Lhad not been engag d already, 1 had 


0 the handſomeſt 4 em n I came away. 
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Boo. Ist poſſible! but did not your word ask we 
the great Paſty? 7? ä 

Sir Man. I Hool ask for Vifuals before ERA 

nals, ſhould I ? that were fine Breeding : No, but they 
of their own accord were fo civil as to invite me up ſtairs - 
to a Paſty : and juſt as I was going up with them, I 
chanc'd to put my Hands in my Pocket; and, as if the 
Devil had been there, my Money was all flown out 55 
my Pocket, I-know not how, or whither. 

Bio. Flown out of your Worſhip s Pocket! 

Sir Man. I, flown out o' my Pocket. 

Beo. What of it ſelf! 

3333 

Boo. And no body to help it! 2 

Sir Man. There was no body. near to help it. 

Boo. What all! 

Sir Man. All but one bree, that was in a corner 

of my Pocket. 

Bas. There muſt 1 Witchcraft i in "hes. 2 if I was 
your Worſhip,” I would make that Six-pence find out all | 
the reſt. 

Sir Max. How like a Fool thou talk | ; how can that 
ape find it out, when I could not find it my ſelf, 
; tho” I logk?d up and down in every corner o th? Houſe ; 
£ nay, the Gentlewomen were ſo very civil as to help me, 
5 nay, . would; have come out to- help me look it in the 
= Streets, if I would have let them 

Boo, Well, this was old Goody Wrinkleneſe 8 es) 

that lives on the Side of your Worſhip's Woods by Lub- 
: berton if I. were your Worſhip I would write, down 
ig the, Country and have her bang. . 5 
_ 1 ir Man. Nay I am ſure it —_ "the vent, for 1 . 
3 mem mber as the Gentlewomen were kifling me, I felt a 
5 
d 
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ing ſcratch in my Pocket juſt, like A Rat. r 


Bes, Nay then it was G oody Wrinklenye, and the De- 
vil has brought her to Town before us; if I were your 


5 Workhip 1 would make her an Example, 
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Sir Max. Nay Ido intend to trounce her, ſor this is De- 
monſtration.—— Well, but now what ſhall I do to find 
my Aunt, my Lady Faddle, for J have loſt my Direc- 
tions; all I can remember is, that ſhe lives in a Place they 
call the Pall. Mall, and the Pall. Mall I find, but cannot 
find my Aunt's Houſe: and ſhe is to help me to find 


out my Baronet Father, in- law, Sir Thomas Raſh, where 


I ſhall find his Daughter, Mrs Chriſtina, whom I am 
bound in a Bond of 1000 Pounds, with my Aunt, my 
Lady Faddle, to marry four days ago; and my Lady 
Aunt writ me Word, that my Baronet Father. in- law 
was very angry for my not coming; and if I did not 
_ marry Mrs. Chriſtina, and come up to day, he would 
ke the Forfeiture of the Bond, 99 85 


Enter io them a Porter. | 

© Boo, See; an't like your Worſhip, here comes the an- 
tient Gentleman that you invited to Supper, that held 
your Horſe; if he be Mayor of any part of the Town, 
as he looks to be, it may be he can tell whereabout your 
Lady Aunt 1s. 
Por. Bud, here are the complimenting People ; let me 
get away from them. 

Sir Man. Hold, worthy Sir, noble Sir, I do not know 
how to return the great Favours and Honours you were 
pleas'd to confer on me, who am but a Perigrine: 1 
commanded my Man Booby to entreat you to accept of a 
ſmall Supper with me, not as a return, for I know you 
have a n Supper at 1 but as it were to ſhew how 


EC: © wy 


2 Non name Tiny Faddle.. 

Por. Well, I have ply'd here theſe 6 5 Frith and 
never met with ſuch an odd ſort. of a Blade i in my "We —— 
rien is "Bob, 
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Boo. An Aunt of his Worſhip's, one Lady Fadule. 
Por. I do not know her Mafter, I cannot direct you. 
Sir Man. This is ſtrange, that no re can tell Vos 
my Lady Aunt ſhould be. W 560 
Boo. I think in my — an't like your) Wor: 
| ſhip, I have ask'd above a hundred Folks for her, and 
not one knows where ſhe ſhould be; no, nor ſo much 
as knows her Worſhip : nay, Iask'd all about the Neigh- 
bourhood, and the very n did not 1 mech 
as know. her Worſhip. 
© Por. You muſt not think youare in ae ; peo 
ple do not know one another here that live in the ſame 


Street, nay in the ſame Houſe, nay ſometimes that lie | 


in the ſame Bed together. 

Sir Man. Hey day ! why I know all the Gentry 
round me in the Country, for above twenty Miles. | 9885 
Por. Ay, but tis not ſo here. 75 

Boo. How do they do not to know o one another ? 20 i 


they do it on purpoſe ? 


Por. People never Mind one another VE unleſs they 
hijo Bufineſs together ; but let them go as they Fome, 

and come as they go. 

Sir Man. Hey day, why I know all the Dogs ind 
Horſes in the Country chat are eminent, , whether 1 have 
ny Bufineſs with them or no. 3 

Por. Ay, but you may be a Dog, or a Horſe,” or 2 
Man here, no body will mind vou, unleſs . have 
ſome Concern or other with yeu. 

- Sir Man. Hey-day, I never heard the like! 

Boo. Nor Lin my Life. r —_ 


Sir Man. Then if 125 k a thouſand People for my La- 


3 


11 


| dy Aunt, heres no body knows her. 


- af: 543  S& 


Por. You may ask ten thouſand before vn! move: wick 
one that knows her. dean 64 ne 


Sir Map, Hey day | vga] tha fre my Mes ad 
. 1 frat 


1 
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"I 


| ſhall not find her to help me to Kind: Mrs. 'Ch/flind" be- 
ſore the gun is ſet: Whey dans dot ion v3 ntl 


Hos. Your Worſhip! can prove Sow were come to 


Neun and ſo if you cannot find _ „ "ow Fault is 


none of your Worſhip's . 

Sir Man. Ay, but Idid not think Icould not kid wy 
and ſo there is no ſuch Clauſe in the Bond; for Jam bound 
to marry Mrs Cbriſtina whether I can find her or no. 


Boo. Then I'II tell you what your Worſhip. ſhall doi 
ſend for a Vicar, and ſay over . your Worſhip's: Part, 


and then you can prove * have done all that belongs 


to your Worſhip. , ed 100 eb ela + 


Sir Man. I ſwear that's very ll pane By of; for 


now I think on't, J ſeal'd and deliver'd the Bond in the 


Een to my Baronet Father - in- law's uſe, without his 


being preſent, or ever ſeeing of him in m Liſe: ſo 1 
will ſend for a Parſon, and marry myſelſ h ane of you 


bor for; Mrs Chrifine's nes and this vill 8 « good in 


Law as if ſhe were prefent.” = <2 2 06 % % 
Boo. Right; for if the Marriage he nad; * thin 
how is the Bond, ſinee they | are. both made after the 
fame Manner. 
Sir Max. Right. 


2 


4 4 2 . 1 . 


Per. Do theſe Men . N is 18 St Fact as | 


they ſcem? I believe they are Fools; ; or. I never heard 


ſuch a deal of fimple Stuff of, , Complimenting, as L have 


ad th th 5 day, fines 1 was born, 
Sir Mai. 198 


was thought an: . now do'r not I e care whether I find mY 
Aunt or lo- 


Boo. This old Gentleman's wege having ce 
you ever fine yar coming to. 15 your 


861 JIA 


had beſt ask his Worſhip e This, yh Ap you g 
* zktirried> uo und, cl 00610011 05) 32: e id, : 


Sir Man. I can have no better Witneſs, Er e cam 


Por, 


ear this w was the belt Thing that ever 


. 
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Por. Now he falls a complimenting again; I wonder 
he ſtaid fo long from it: I would the Devil had his Com- 
pliments, he has made my Head ake :--Hold, hold, Ma- 
ſter, ſpare me for Heaven's ſake: I remember my Lady 
Faddle, ſue once ſent me of an Errand ; your Compli- 
ments puzzled me, and put it out of my Head: 1 know 
where ſhe lives, I'll lead you to her Houſe. 1 29 
Sir Man. Oh, Sir, what Favours do you confer upon 
me hut, Sir, you ſhall not 80 a-foot ; Boy, ferch 
my Horſes. 1 
Por. Horſes! my Feet ate my e 5 
Sir Man. Oh, Sir, you will ſwell your 1 Obliga- 
tions to ſuch a 
Por. Swell my 4 with hobblin we! no, ny hob- 
bling is my Trade. 
Sir Man. Wen to Cumberland commend me for Gen. 
till Stieg 
de to London for r good Breeding ind Cviy, 27 (x. 1 
Ni L t ii fo 11 * 
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ACT TV. - SCENE 1 The Street, 


E nter Sir Mannerly, Booby, | ns porter. 


0 0 K you, Sir, you are now at the Door! 
. [He knocks. 
Sir Van. Oh, Sir, why do you ande to Se 
yourſelf the trouble of knock ing? 


| Enter a 1 4 

Por. Is my Lady Faddle within? 22 

Ser. Who would ſpeak with her? 

Boo. Her Nephew's Worſhip, Sir Manner, Nl, 
and I, are come to Town, tell her. adv 

Sir Man. Prefume to ſpeak before me? mhere'! s your 
Manners 2 Sir, I am her humble Servant, Nephew. 

and ee Sir Mannerly Shallew. 


* 


Ser. 


+ o# 


„ 
64 De CounTryY Wir. 
Ser. Oh dear, Sir, are you Sir - Mannerly Sballoto? 


my Lady expected you this Morning early ; ſhe will be 


mighty glad you are come: ſhe is within, pleaſe to walk 
15 rs: whilſt I runin and acquaint her of your coming ? 
[Exit Servant. 

Sir Mar. This i 1s good lock | Noble Sir, I beſeech 
vou honour me ſo far, as to walk in with me. 

Per. Oh, Maſter, what do you mean ? 

Sir Man. I beſeech you, Sir. 

Boo. Come, pray your Worſhip walk in. 

Por. What do thefe People mean ? 

Sir Man. Nay, but Sir, 1 am to be married to-night, 
and I ſwear I will not marry if you will not grace my 


Nuptials with your preſence ; therefore, Sir, if your Af. 


fairs call you away, yet promiſe me, on your Honour, 
that the Joys of my Marriage, ſhall be encreas'd with the 
Happineſs of your Company's ; you Preſence will dean 
principal Diſh at my Feaſt. 
Pier. He means to diſh me up: Wel, Maſter, if) you 
want any body to wait, andy go of Errands, Tu 8 
you P'll come. | 
Sir Man. Your 3 dani Servant, I will not reſt 
till I requite your Civilitiess _ 
| Por. What odd kind of contriv'd Men are theſe ? 
[Exit Porter. 


Sir Man. Booby, do you carry yourſelf well now be- 


dre my Lady Aunt, and do not diſparage me; obſerve 
what I do, and then you'l do finely, | :  [Exeunt. 


SCENE, The Lady Faddle's Houſe 
Enter Lady Faddle, Bridget, and Servant. 


I. Fad” My Nephew come; this is good Now, 


Where! is he introduce him ſpeedily. -/ [Exir Ser. 
Euter Sir Mannerly and Hob. be as 
” Sweet Nephoiy: [She runs forward to 75 bim, be an 


rh goes backward, and I: 
8 Sir 


fa SS Kd 


hd tos 4 kh. 


2 * 
1 


" W 
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Sir Man. Honourable Aunt! The extreme Joys and 
Felicities of your Society, which a long Parentheſis of 
Time has interrupted, but now Time, as it were peni- 
tent 

La. Fad. Why doſt not ſalute me, Nephew ? » 


Sir Man. Yes, Madam, as ſoon as ever I have done 
my Compliments. 


doſt. 


Sir Man. Yes, Madam, but a Salute being a kind of a 
Preſent, or rather Tribute to a Lady ; and as one would 
not preſent an empty Purſe for Tribute to a Princeſs, ſa 
neither an empty Mouth to a Lady, but as full of rich 
and golden Compliments as it could hold. 

La. Fad. This is witty to Extremity, I ſwear ; 5 ſalute | 
me, that I may beat Leiſure to praiſe thee. 

Sir Man. Your moſt humble Servant, Aunt. EO 

[He ſalutes her. 

Boo. Your Worſhip' s moſt humble Servant. 

[ers to ſalute Lady F addle. 

Sir. Mar. How now, Saucebox, kiſs my Aunt? _ 

Hos. Did not your Worſhip bid me obſerve what you | 
did? 

Sir Man. Did I bid you kiſs Ladies of Quality? 

La. Fad. What rude Fellow's this? 

Sir Man. Forgive him Aunt---'tis his want of brooding 
La. Fad. Well, Bridget. 
Bridg. Madam. 


The Cou u TRY Wiz, 65 |} 
[Still runs bact. 5 


La. Fad. Oh, thou ſhouldR falute the firſt Thing thou | 


La. Fad. Bid Jen run whh all ſpeed to Sir = LO 5 


Raſb, and acquaint him my Nephew is come; and run to 
my Milleners ſor my Gloves and Eſſences; and run to the 
Exchange; and run to my Coach-maker's for my new 
Harneſs ; and run for my new Tower; and run— 

Bridg. I ſhall run, Madam, to bid him run, or ather- 


n Wannen al ory the ; 
Town, 7 | 


— 
+ — 


= — i” — — — _ - — — _ * — — = py 
— I > — — Wu 20S — — — — — — — — - — — es —— 
a. q 4 0 * * 
ED 11 * p 
f 7 ; , : 
* : * * "A * 
1 4 
x = * . - 
4 + « 8 7 ” 
— * * 
* 2 
* * 
4 
* |: 0 ; 
* ” 4 * 
* 7 
. * 


BEL =” N. 
8 . 3 SY 
> . 
* ; 
„ 


56 0 Geber vw 7e. 


I. Fad. Well, Ne phew, thou wilt enjoy be- night a 
delicate Lady; Thave fo exalted, thee to her with exube- 
tant Praiſes, that it will require a great Expence of Wit 
- and Breeding, to maintain the glorious Character I have 
iven thee: Come, give me an account how thou haſt 
f ent thy time: how, haſt thou improv'd thoſe Docy- 
. ments and Rudiments of good Breeding, which 1 inſtill 
Into thee ? 
Sir Man. Oh Madam, I have improv'd every Docu- 
ment, not a ſlip of a Rudiment your Ladyſhip ſet, but is 
grown up to a Flower. Indeed, my Father did all he 


could to ſpoil me: he would let me read nothing in his 


Life-time but Law- Books, Coke upon Littleton, and 
Books of Reports, and Judge, Reports, and I read Reports 
and Reports ſo long, till it was reported I was a Fool. 

Boo. Ay, but your Worſhip now reads * "el Books, 
and Prodigy Books. © 5 

Sir N Tragedy Book thou meaneſt ; ay, and Songs, 
* Verſes, and Drolleries, Covent E Drolery. 
W: Reminſttr Drollery, and Windjor Drollery, | 
La. Fad. Very well, this is as to the Necontipiitighent 
of the Mind; Tha now to the external Ornamedits of the 
Body, as. Dancing, Singing. 

Sir Max. Oh, I have had Danch ing-Maſters, Vencing- 


5 Fr and Singing -Maſters. 


La. Fad. Ay, thoſe Maſters men make thee fir to be 
a Servant to Ladies. 
Sir Mas. 1 Fan Dance. Carantors, aj Jigs, and Sara- 
bande nn, ; 
* Bdb.: Kot Hornpipes. t tin 18 LEDESORT 76 Ky 7 
IA. Pad. Canſt chou riſe well ? Dy ants 
Sir Man. uk a Morning, Madam? 
Boo. His Wo up by break of TY 
La. Fad." Neg Ren 4 en if you with vie 
dien ie Ladies Favours here; you. muſt rife high in Ba 


| A Tae eing. that is to ſay, dance loftily. | — 9 


Sir Man 


Le. 
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Sir Man. Oh, I can dance very loſtil ... 
Boo. The e ſays, his Worſhip carries himfelf 
too loft ily. | 
La. Tad. Make an Eſky on a lofty Dance. 
[Sir Mannerly ing. * 5 

Very graceful, 1 ee and very lofty. _ 

Boo. 'Oh, his Worſhip will jump like any Jack-daw, 
that has but one Wing cut, | 

Sir. Man. Jack-daw, Sirrah ! don” t you make ſuch 

I faucy Compariſons 

5 La. Fad. Well, Nephew, thou wilt kill n great many. 

, | Ladies this Winter, thoſe Heels will advance thee, thou 

I vilt jump into Preferment ; I ſee a witty Man is good 

I for any thing; one would wonder thou ſhouldſt jump " 

„ Ihigh, with ſuch a weighty Brain in thy Head. | 

Boo. As heavy as a Pail of Milk. 

La. Fad. Thou art ingenious at both ends, both ue 
Head and thy Heels; it's rare for one to be witty, more 
than at one end: Well Nephew, thou wilt dance away 

Fall chy Country Fleſh. this Winter; thy Heels will be in- 

t vited to ſhew their Parts to dance, in every fine Batey, 

in the Maſks and Plays, and 
Sir Man. Why. do they dahce in Entries here! we 

Lance in the Country in our Halls and Dining-Rooms, 

{becauſe the Entries are too narrow. 

e La Fad. Oh fy, thou doſt not underſtand the Terms 


of thy own Art yet; to dance in an Entry, that is to ſay, 
„ in an Entry; an Entry of any thing _ 


Sir Man. Of Freeſtone or Brick ? 
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Bos. Your Worſhip's are all Freeſtone. © 
La. Fad. No, no, fy, fy ; expert in the 'Science, and 
- [ignorant in the Terms; in an r of 5 87 4 
IJods and Gaddeſſes. 
ſe | Sir Man. I can danese in an Entry 4 in Egle. 
ji La. Jad. Strange, that thou ſhouldſt 888 
. me; but to let — but how is OR SOS. 
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Bes. Oh, his Worſhip out-ſings all our Pariſh ; at 


Church the Clerk is aſhamed to ſet the Pſalm before him. 


Sir Man. Sing a P/alm, I have ſung my Part in Reci- 
tativo (as they call it) I had the Recitativo acted at my 
own Houſe ; and I ated in it, and ſung ; I was London, 


or Auguſta, and I had a high-crown'd Hat, to ſignify 


Paul's Steeple, and I have once acted the River T, 
I had a great Noſe made on Purpoſe to ſignify _—_ 
Bridge, and the River Thames ſwam under my Noſe : 
have my Noſe in my Portmantua, if I had it on, yo 
ſhould ſee Booby and I would act. 

La. Fad. Then thou canſt act, Nephew. 

* Booby. And ſo can I too. 
Sir Man. Oh, I have all the new Comedy Books, and 
Tragedy Books, ſent me as faſt as ever they are made ; 
oh, I love them that huff the Gods, W more 
of a God, than we do of a Conftable: | 


. whe ag Nen and I ated a Tragedy Book, obs 
ow. 


Sir Mey, Ves, and I was an Here, and T remember 


two of the braveſt Lines: 
| If ſawny Jore my Bee appears, 
Tu pull bin out of Heaven by mh Fars. 
There's ramping for you. 


La. Fad. Sawey Fove, that's very great, that took 
mightily; here. Nun a 

Boo. Oh that Rum-dum, 8 ; oh, but the two 
knocking Verſes, an't like your Worſhip. 


my, and. two Armies more that came to their Relief, and 


þ 4 
Sir Man. Oh, ay, you muſt know, my Part, Aunt, os 
was to beat an Army; and ſo when I had beaten an Ar- 


won four Kingdoms in three Hours, I cry'd,——Let | 


me ſee, it's a little out of my Head ; un PH, Pl---- 
; Booby thou canſt think of it. 18112 

Bo. ,t like your wont len remeinber 
1 it 


to 


ok 


WO 


nt, 7 


Ar- 
and 


Let! 


—_ 


ber 
it 
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ii perſeciy; I'll, I'll; mackings I ha' forgot it; I ha ; 


dropt it upon the Road ſomewhere. 
Sir Man. What a Noddle haſt thou, thou actedſt with me. 
Boo. Ay, but your Worſhip kill'd me before you ſpoke 
the Speech : the Butler, the Ploughman, and I were the 
r | 
Sir Man. I did not kill thee in carne. did I? Let 
me ſee, Il 
Boo. Oh, now I remember, fuel, it begins wich 
ſingle. WES 
Sir Man. Oh fingle, fngle, it begins with /7 ale.” | 
My fingle Sword both Men and Gods fhall maul, 
Oh but the next is the braveſt ; 
Ixil kill all the World, nay more than all. 
Boo. There's your Rowzers. 

Sir Man. There's your Thumpers. 8 
12. Fad. Oh, they have a brave 1 ingenious way of wri- 
ting now. | - 

Sir Man. Oh, but then the fine tender things that 
would make one cry ; you muſt know, Aunt, my Part, 
was to be in love with my Dairy-maid, and her name 
was Celemena, and mine was Pbilaſter, and I cry'd, 


How does my faireſt Celemena do? 


And ſhe cry'd, Thank you my dear Philaſter, Boro do you > 


La. Fad. Very natural and ſoft. 
Boo. Oh, the Dairy-maid is very foſt, 
Sir Mau. Oh but then the two next are tender 
I cry'd, „ „ | 
Does my Sweetheart me any Kindneſs bear ? 
And ſhe cry'd, T/ove you dearly no, 1 vow and ſwear. 
La. Fad. Very tender. 
Boo. Oh, Mary is a very tender good- natur d Maid. 
Sir Man. Tender as an over-boil'd Chick. * 
La. Fad. Very wittily compariſon'd ; the Senſe is ready + 
to drop in Pieces, *tis very fit for Women $ weak Sto- 25 
Machs. | 
Six Mun. 
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Sir Man. Oh, but when my Maid and I came to die 
I don't know why we were to die, but we dy'd mighty 
mournfiilly ; and then I having learnt to ſing, I groan'd 


fo muſically, Idy d in effaut flat, Oh, * 1 1 
La. Fad. Oh, that was ſweet. 


nes dearly, to ſee two Heroes, or two Armies go to it, as 

formerly with Sword and Buckler, ſo now with Sword 

and Simile, Simile and Sword; Hack-ſlaſh, Slaſh-hack ; 

for you muſt know, a Simile ſerves inſtead of a Buckler : 

for if a Man be ready to ſtrike another, if bother up's 

with a Simile, he can't ſtrike till the Simile's gone. 
La. Fad. Oh, they have a fine Way. 


milies, you ſhall have a Play ſtuck as full of Similies, as 
2: Country Garden of Flowers, you may gather 128 
— of Similies. 


ll | Poſies of Similies : I ſwear thy Head is as full of Simi 
WW - lies as the Plays are. 
nn  - Sir Man. Oh, Sir, a witty Man's Head is is a Simile-bed, 
1 and breeds Similies as faſt as an Oyſter- bed breeds Oyſters. 
La. Fad.” Witty again; he has ſtrange Parts. | 
Sir Man. And then they have the fineſt, odd, out of 
the way Similies, Similies that are moſt commonly no 
Similies at all: as now, ſpeaking of a Lady's bright 
| Th ſays one, 
How do the nimble Glories of her E we, 
Frist, and curve, and ſwiftly gallop by. 
There's a fine Compariſon, to compare a 2 S Eye to 
_ a Hors. 
La. Fad. Ay, and Nimble is a fine odd out- of the 
way. Epithet for Glories. Nimble Glories. 
Chuck, how cam'ſt thou by all this admirable, and as I 
may ſay, Nimble Knowledge. 
Sir Man. You muſt know, I had a couple of gallant 
| genteel 


- 


Sir, Mgn, Oh, but then the Similies, I 10 the Simi 1 


Ziur Morn. Ay, and chen they have ſuch Plenty of Si- 


La. Fad. Wittily ſaid again, ſtuck full of Similies, and 


by fu. to. 


Well, dear? 


eto 
the 
dear 


as J 


Uant 


nteel 
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genteel Blades lay at my-Houſs, that were great Men in 
Landen, here they are call'd Critiques, and tey gn 


me the ſineſt Things. 
La. Fad. Oh, the Criticks are great Men idews, they 


make Poets as fraid of them, as a Lion is of a ck 


Sir Man. Some ſay that is not at all. 

La. Fad. An old Lion it may be, is not, nor an 6 
Poet of a Critick, but your new Poets are fo afraid of 
them, that if a Critick crows, they are ready, to faint 
away. 

Sir Man. 15 t poſlible ? could not one e buy a Critick' 
Place ? 

Boo. Pray your Worſhip do, and let me be your Clerk. 

La. Fad. Buy, alas thou may'ſt judge and critick for 
thy Half-crown as much as thou wilt. | 

Sir Man. That's a ri Place, if one can buy it for 


half a Crown. 


Bao. Oh, but the Clerk may get Money tho”. 
La. Fad. Tis not Money, but Wit makes a Mana 
r | 

Sir Man. Then I am a Critick already. 

Boo. Oh brave, then I am a Clerk. 

- La. Fad. Well, dear Fleſh and Blood o mine, * me 
embrace thee, that I may ſay I have my Arm full of 
Wit; thou art a Bridegroom for a Princeſs ; how wilt 
thou honour my Education? Well, haſt thou * up 
any Clothes to be married in? 

Sir Man, My Portmanteau full. | | 

La. Fad. Go and adorn thyſelf with all Speed, while 
I prepare for the ſame. * for 1 am to be een 
well as thyſelf. . ge 

81 Men. ls't poſüble ? N 127 


| Enter Bridget. | | 
4 Fra 4ndrew, Madam, has been at t Sir Thomas N00 * 


and n oaks 50. Tidings, neither of Sir Thomas, + nor 
Madam 


mT , N f * as the ; 
Ss * 


"Ix he Chow we Ore) 


Madam Cbriſtina: Madam Chriſtina lay out all night, and 
zs not come home ſince; Sir Thomas is gone ſomewhere 


in a great Combuſtion, and the Servants can give no Ac- 
count of either of em. 4 
La. Fad. That's ſtrange ! Oh, Pl warrant you, they'll 
be heard on: Nephew, go and dreſs thyſelf ; mean while 
I' ſtep to the ' Exchange for ſome Things I want, and 
alter that III go over and invite Betty Friſque to my 
Wedding, I have much Kindneſs for that Pore — ; 
Sir Man. So you ſee, Madam, | | 
 Thring to Town a Mind and Wit in Faſhion, 
en doubt not But to grace your E ducation. 


The S c EN E changes to the $ trees. 


Enter Ramble. 


 Ranb. Into what a villainous Trap am I fall'n, dull 
Rogue that I was, not to know 7/abe//a's Voice: where 
were my Ears, my Senſes ? they were all in my Pocket; 
I was tickled with my raviſhing ExpeQations, into a per- 
feet Numbneſs to Death: now am I diſcovered in all my 
 Roguenies, Intrigues, and Falſhoods ;- and muſt never 
_ hope to enjoy the ſweet Pleaſure of Lying and Forſwear- 
ing any more. I muſt now either repent, and become 
a a down-right plodding Lover to Chri/tina, or in plain 
Terms loſe her: I muſt either forſake all the World for 
her, or her for all the World: Well, if 1 do forſake her, 
ſhe has this to boaſt, I do not forſake her for any one 
Woman, I forſake her for ten Thouſand.” But what do 
I talk of forſaking her, will not ſhe forſake me after this 
Diſcovery ? and beſides her own Anger, will not Sir 
' Thomas compel her? for he is horribly provok'd againſt 
me, whatever the Matter is. Well, I cannot bear the 
Loſs of Mrs. Chrifina, I had rather endure Marriage 
ich . than enjoy any other Woman at Pleaſure.---I 
muſt 


w * 


E. 


muſt and will repent and reform ; and now ſhould an 


; limn, and you ſhall limn, Sir. Coming along by Cha- 


Lord Drybont” s, to draw Mrs. Frrfue's a 
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Angel appear in Female Shape, he ſhould not tempt me 
to revolt any more. 


Enter Merry, 
Oh, + Ms I am ruin'd. | 
Mer. Oh, Sir, you are a happy Man, Ihave n not Time 


to as k you the Succeſs of your laſt Adventure, I am fo 
tranſported with the Pleaſure of the . 0 3 cannot ot you | 
limn, Sir? 5 
Ramb. Limn; what dof Won! mean? 
Mer. Why limn, Sir, draw Pictures i in little. 
Ramb. I draw Pictures 
Mer. Ves, Sir, you can, Sir. 
Ramb. But I cannot, Sir. 
Mer. But you can, Sir; you can limn, and you muſt 
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ring-Croſs, who ſhould it be my Fortune to meet with, 
but Mr. Dratorvell the Limner, going in all Haſte to m 


what comes into my Head, Sir, but to beg of him to' 
_ an Apology for not coming, and fend you with it, 
to perform the Work in his ſtead ; and to prevail with 


way I promiſed him the Gain of the Picture, without 2 
Trouble. 


- Ramb, Thon haſt undone me; ſeduced me from the 

ways of Virtue and Conſtancy, juſt as I was entering into 
em; I am not able to reſiſt the Temptation of this Plot: 
but how ſhall T manage it? for I can no more make the 
Picture of a Face, than I can make a Face; I have not 
ſo much Skill as a Man may learn out of the Compleat 
Gentleman, and other elaborate Pieces that teach chat ̃ 
Faculty. _ 1 

Mer. No, Sir ! Did 1561 bear you the Ge Day Th 
a Mercer's Shop, promiſe his Wife her Picture, in the 
Preſence of r—— Ladies, w_ the good Man ſcrap'd 


Jon 
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you many Legs, to expreſs his extraordinary Senſe of ſo 
great a Favdur, and ſaid he would wait upon you, with 
his Wife, at your Chamber, 

Ramb. Thou ſay'ſt right: glowing with extreme Ap- 
petite to her, my Tongue and Brain over-heated with 
Motion, in the Stream and Whirlpool of Thought and 
Babble, 1 very impudently invited her to fit to me for 
her Picture, and the fooliſh Cuckold her Husband did 
accordingly bring her, and leave her with me; where, 
when I had ſqueez d his Orange, I gave him the Rind 
again; and requited him with the Shadow of it, n 
by one that could perform it. 

Mer. Can you not draw then, Sir, what ſhall we 90 ? 
dur Plot is ſpoil'd. 

- Ramb. Not at all, Sir, I can draw well enough for my 
Purpoſe, by this Plot I may draw her as J did the Mer- 
cer's Wife; that js, I way draw. Hor to 4 ng as 


\ that's enough. Sos aa 


Mer. That's very well choaght- ton; and to continue 


the Quibble, « this Plot will give you a Colour to viſit her. 
Namb. Well r where 8 the Auers is 

that as witty: ? BEAR id di 315 Eat 995 
Men. A good; boneſt plain, Country Pray 


[Gives him 4 Tuina. 
Fami Conie along, Merry, thou muſt help in this 


ZBuſineſs: Weil, I muſt turn *thee- ONT ys" thy 
wicked Counſels have undone m. 
Mer. Indeed, Sir, it is ill e but it is done 
out of pure Pity, like a good-natur'd Nurſe, that cannot 
forbear giving a feveriſi Creature, that is ready to die 
of thirſt, what Drink they crave; I cannot for my Life 
hear you groan after a 1 N 1 220 and Bos ſo piti- 
Mere 105 e x 1 0 i Laus. 
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3 Lord Diykans 45 n gates. 


Lord Dr. Go, go, Huſſy, you are an unkind ogy 
Girl, to make me pay thus dear for every Smile and 
Smirk I get from you; I dare ſafely ſay, not a Dimple 
you make when you ſmile, that does not coſt me, one 
with another, forty Pound a Dimple. 
Betty. Tis your own Fault, my dear Lord, you will 
be chiding o' one, and quarrelling with one. 
Lord Dr. Chiding o one, and quarrelling with one 
ay, and I had better quarrel on: I am a Fool to buy 
Peace ſo dear, conſidering what a poor Trade I _ 
and how little I get by it. | 
| Betty. People that cannot barter Commodity for Cath 
bi modity, muſt ſend Money in 19 85 ; Fo know 1 do 
it all the World over. 
x Lord Dr. But that's a very ruinous Trade, one had 
better war with ſuch a Country, and forbid all Traffick 
with it, my dear Fris/y. 


iT Betty. Ay, if one can live without it, my . Lord, 

is | vu. 

5 Lord Dr. Come, no more of * prepare to fit: Mr_ 
oa Drawwell's a coming; I am glad you like your Poine 


I and Jewel, it puts you in good amour, and makes 
t | you the fitter to fit. 


| re on 


© & THYS 7 


to "ol 1755 your Lordhip gp 5 

Lord Dr. How! has he 12 75 me again 7, OW an 
unworthy Fellow it is, he mall! never draw it now, tho? 
he will do it for nothing. 


D 2 Betiy, 
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Betty. May be he has not fail'd you, my Lord; ſend 
for the Man up, and know his e 
Lord Dr. Let the Man come u: [Exit Ciſs. 
Theſe ſort of Fellows, if they grow any thing famous, 
they grow {© faucy with it, that they are not to be en- 


dured. 
| Enter Ramble diſeuiſed.” 


Ran. I come from Mr. Dratowell, my Lord,:-he ſends 
this Letter by me to your Lordſhip, [Give] bim 4 Letter. 
( Lord Drybone opens the Letter and Trade, 


15 Noble Lord Fortune maliciouſly, 9 * as I was. 

uon -the Way a coming. -] have, by much Importu- 
nach, obtain d the extraordinary Kindneſs of this Gen- 

| tlemay, to come in my Room, one of the firſt Men in the 

Morla, formerly my Scholar; have a care 1 F. 
_ beſeech. your Teraſbip not to ſpeak to him of any 


compence, for be is a Gentleman of AQualiy, ard * | 


only for bis own Divertiſement. 
| Your Lordſhip' 8 Humble Servant. 


DRAmEILI. 


Betty. This Gentleman come to draw my Picture? I 


know him, I love him for this Piece of Togenuity,” 1 


ſwear. [afide. 
Lord Dr. Sir, chis is a great Favour, indeed, I will 
aſſure you, Sir, I take it for a great Honour; ; fee, Sir, 


this is the Perſon whom I recommend to your Skill. 
[Ramble /a/utes Ber. 


Beth I receive this Favour with a great deal of Satiſ. 
faction, this is an Honour beyond expectation, I could 


| not 5 N for ſuch an illuſtrious Limner. 
If I had no Skill at 5 ſo beautiful a a Perſon 


would — me. 


Betty, 
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- Betly. Oh Sir, I rather need all the Favour your Pen- | 
cil can afford ; your excellent Skill muſt IE _ Faults 
and Deſects of Nature. 
Ramb. Nature, Madam, has not committed one, the 


Pencil muſt for ever deſpair of- 


Lord Dr. Come, enough of this, if you pleaſe, Sir, 
let alone theſe Compliments, and to your Buſineſs; this 
is not at all to the Purpoſe. 

Betty. If your Pencil, Sir, flatters as much as your 
Tongue, the Picture you will draw will not at all re- 
ſemble me. | 

Ramb. Heaven that made the Original, has ken a- 
way all Means of Flattery. | 

Betty. Heaven that made 

Lord Dr. I ſay I will have no more Compliments 
come, Sir, if you pleaſe, begin your Work. 

Rams. I am ready. 

[Pulls out his Pencils, Colours and Pallet. 

Ber. Where ſhall I place myſelf, Sir? 

| Ramb, Here, Madam, this Place receives the Loght 
beſt of any we ſhall find, 

Betty. Do I ſit right; | [She fits. 

Ramb. Tndifferent, Madam ; a little more upright if 
you pleaſe, a little more this Way, your Body turn'd 
thus ; lift up your Head, that the Beauty of your Neck, 
may appear——your Breaſt bare thus [ Goes and fees 
very well, a little more---more yet—-= ber Breaſts. 

Lord Dr. What a Pudder is here? I do not like all 
this, cannot you fit as you ſhould ? 

Betty, This is all new to me, I never ſat before; 'tis 
the Gentlemen's Buſineſs to place me, let him ſet me how 
he will. 

- Ramb. You fit admirable well, Madam „ keep your 
ſelf thus. 

Lord Dr. So, Sir, pray to your Seat. 

Ramb. A little more towards me, Madam, your Eyes 
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always on me ; 1 beſeech you, Madam, ; FORE. Lobks 
fix d on me. | 

Betty. Now Sir, pray os. not fatter me, I am none 
of thoſe Women, who, if Pictures be but handſome, they 
care not whether they be like or no; one fine handſome 
Picture might ſerve them all; for all demand the ſame 
Things, fine Features, and delicate Complexion : for my 
Part I defire no Charity at all, let 18 Picture be but 
like, and I deſire no more. 

Ramb. You are ſo rich in "AS thee the Pencil can 
add nothing to you, it may poſfiibly detract, it cannot 
flatter: Ah, what Sweetneſs is there ! what Charms! 1 


undertake a bold Work to repreſent thoſe Perfections. 
[Talks and paints. 


I remember a Story of Seller: Apelles once drew the 
picture of a Miſtreſs of Alexander the Great; and as he 
was painting her, fell ſo paſhonately in Love with her, 
that he was ready to die. Alexander, out of pure Ge- 
neroſity, beſtawed her upon him: I could as Apelles 

did ; but ay, my Lord, I am afraid your Lone will 
not prove an Alexander the Great. 

Lord Dr. Come, Sir, I pray proceed in your Paint- 
ing, we have neither of us any Buſineſs with Aexander 
the Great, that I know of. | 

Ran, If Alexander the Great were by, he ſhould not 
hinder me from ſaying, I never ſaw any Thing ſocharm- 
Me ears 

Lord Dr. Sir, in plain Terms, you, talk too much i in 
my Opinion, and do not at all mind your Pencil. - 

Ramb. My Lord, on the contrary, I diſcourſe out of 
regard to my Pencil; to quicken the Spirits, and put a 
Briskneſs and Gaiety in the Face. | 
Enter Merry running, dreft like an Attorney, with 4 green 

Bag under his Arm. 

Lord Dr. How now, what would. this F uon have; ; 
who let him in without my Acquaintance ? 1 

er. 


7. 


The CoumTany WIT. 79 
Mer. I beg your Lordſhip's Pardon for my rude preſ- 


ſing in; I am unknown to your Lordſhip, , but I have 


Bufmeſs of extraordinary Concern to your Lordſhip, 
which I muſt acquaint you of with all Speed. | 
Lord Dr. Buſineſs of extraordinary Concern to me; 
what is it? SETS Pts EE iS. 
Mer. J muſt impart it to your Lordſhip in private. 
Lord Dr. We are private encugh here. I won't go 
out of the Room, for I don't like this Piture-drawer. 
1 1 20 OT 
Mer. Look you my Lord; [Draws him afide and 
ay, this is it; no, this is not it; [whiſpers and produces 


ay, this is it; no, no; ay, now [ſeveral lang Scrotols. 
1 . i 


[Ramble farts from bis Seat, and falls en his Knees 
before Betty, watching Lord Drybone Gill. 
Lord Dr. I would thou wert come to it once. 
Ramb. Oh, charming Creature, if you have any Pity 
in your Soul, ſave the Life of a poor languiſhing Lover, 


that has been dying for you theſe two Months; I have 
expreſſed my Love to you by Signs, and you have re- 


garded them, and now J have ſtudied this Way, to tell 


you in a more intelligible manner, how much I love, ad- 
mire, adore you, above all the Creatures of the World, 
above all I can expreſs, and ſhall as long as I live ; but 
that Life will not exceed this Minute, if you put me not 


inſtantly out of Deſpair. VV 
Betty. L know you, Sir, I have obſerved you (I con- 
feſs) and do farther acknowledge, your Love 15 not un- 
pleaſing to me, but it is impoſſible for me to give you 
any Satisfaction. 5 5 
Ramb. If you ſay the Word, it is and ſhall be poſſi- 


ble, nay it ſhall be impoſſible to hinder it. 


| Betty. But, Sir, I am a cloſe Prifoner, and cannot 


ſtir out to fave my own Life, and much lefs yours. 


Ramb. Now you ſpeak unkindly, for I have ſeen you 
abroad, T_T" Betty. 
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Betty. It may be ſo, but like a Priſoner 1 in the King's 
Bench, never without my Keeper. | 

'Ramb. You can ſhake off your Keeper, it you pleaſe. 

Betty. My Lord and I now are upon pretty good 


43 terms; where do you lodge ? 


trouble me? 


© Ramb. At the Brazier's in the Mall. 

Betty. Be within about two in the Afternoon. 
KRamb. Divine Creature, 
Betey. But hope for nothing but a Viſit, for there will 


- be more Words to a bargain than theſe; I will have a 
9 farther Trial of Love, and 1 will have a better Love 
than perhaps you intend. | 


Ramb. Oh, heavenly Creature, you ſhall have as much 


as you can hold. 
LI. Dry. How now, Mr. Painter, what are you doing 
there? 
Ramb. Is this a Mole, Madam, or a little ſpeck of 
Dirt? 


L. Dry. A Mole, Madam, I'ud, this fame Pian 
dike 


Mer. Now my Lord, if the Conveighanees be draven 
thus. 


L. Dry. Prithee ha* done with thy Conveighanices, for 
1 do not und erſtand one Word thou ſay'ft. 
Mer. Now, my Lord, look you, .I'll make it 1. 
I. Dry. Wel, if thou make ſt it never ſo plain, what 


Is all this to me ? 


Mer. Not to you, my Lord, why are not you my 


: Lord Buck ? 


L. Dry. No, nor my Lord Doe neither. | 
Mer. What a Raſcal was the Porter, to tell me this 
was the Lord Buck's. 


L. Dry. What a Raſcal \ waa yon, Sirrah, to come to 
[Exit Merry. 


| Betty. Be gone, x my Lord's jealous, and grows into , 
1 _ Choler ; 3 


% 
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Choler ; if he grows out of Humour, our Plot's ſpoil'd, 
[.. Ramble. 
Ramb. Well, Madam, enough for once. 
L. Dry. Ves Sir, and too much. 
KRamb. To morrow I will wait on you again, 
L. Dry. [ ſhall deſire your Pardon, you have done e- 
nough, too much at this time, to come here any more; 
Betty. How, no more; what, ſhall he not finiſh my 
Picture? 
L. Dry. You mean my Picture, 'tis you that fit, but 
tis my Picture that muſt be drawn, and in an ugly 
ſhape too. 


Enter Lady Faddle. | 
La. Fad. How now, . what is this noiſe? fy, my Lord 


Drybonz, out upon thee, wilt thou never let this poor 
Creature have any reſt? I ſwear, I wonder ſhe will 
* | live with thee ;_ what's the Matter, Fris4y ? | 
Betty. Here's a noble Gentleman has done me the 
Honour to begin my Picture, and my Lord turns him 
away uncivilly, and won't let him compleat his Work. 
1 L. Dr. I know what Work you would have him com- 
pleat ; ; ſtay, let me ſee; I will make an Experiment, ſhew 
r {me your Work before you go, let me ſee how T like it. 
" | Romb. Alas, my Lord, at preſent it is but rude, you 
can ſee nothing ; four days hence, ſomething will appear, 
L. Dry; Let me ſee it as it is, Sir ; 5 Ramble gives Him. 
what a Devil of a Face is this ? the Pifture. 
Ramb. Alas, it is but——but——a Pox on me for 
Y ſhot looking on ſome Book, to get the Terms (aſide.) 
is but departed Colours. 
; L. Dr. Departed Colours, what are thoſe ? dead Co- 
his ours, you would ſay, I believe. 
Ranb. Ay, dead Colours, the other is a Term. Gen- 
men uſe. 
1. Dry. Ay, ſuch a Gentleman as you are; but Sir, 
this ever be a Face? 
Ramb. A moſt beautiful one, when my Pencil has 
At it. : D 5 L. Dry. 


to 
ry. 
nto 
ler; 
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L. Dry. Liekt it, ay indeed, it is more like a Bear's 
Cub, than a Face. 
Rams, It is a way of Drawing J have, © 
L. Dr. Is it, Sir, pray if you pleaſe, let that Door 
be your way at preſent, and pray jet my Houſe be never 
in your way of Drawing any more ;- come in Betty, I'll 


talk with Dratotell for this Trick. [Exit L. Dr. and Bet. 


La. Fad. This Gentleman a PiQture-drawer ? I ſwear 


he is the handſomeſt Picture-drawer that ever I aw. | 


Hold, Sir, pray a Word with you. 

| Ramo. Madam, I am commanded hence. 

La. Fad. Sir, I have Empire enough here to reprieve 
you, at leaſt for a Moment, and you ſhall ſtay : Sir, I 
underſtand you draw Pictures, and ſo handſoma PiQure- 


drawer muſt needs draw very handfom Pictures, 1 8 


ever my Lord Drybone ſays. 
' Rams. When I draw yours, Madam, I cannot = o- 
therwiſe. 

La. Fad, I f wear, an incomparable well-bred Man ; 
Noble Sir, you have drawn your own Portraiture, in 
moit gentile Colours, that I am extremely ambitious to 
have mine drawn by ſo delicate a Hand. 
| Ramb, Madam, my Hand is unworthy of that Ho- 


nour, your Picture deſerves rather to be drawn in a Coach 


and fix Horſes, in triumph round the Town, . 
La. Fad. I ſwear that is very witty and ſurprizing—— 
Sir, you now more and more inflame me with an ardent 
| defire to taſte of your Skill? I will not reſt till I obtain 


the Felicity 


Ramb. My Pencil will be proud of the Glory——how | 
ſhall I Ad rid of this i impertinent Woman ! ee, | 


Enter Cifs „ whiſpers Ramble. 


Cifs. Sir, my Lady is extremely troubled, and aſham- 
ed my Lord treated you thus uncivilly ; by good luck, 
my Lord is juſt now ly out about an extraordinary 

| | Affair, 


G AAA PRE, 
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Affair, and will not be back theſe three Hours: the ſo 
extremely deſires to have her Picture drawn by you; that 


if you will ſtep down, . ſhe will meet you at the Door, 


and go and fit for an Hour in any oy you ſhall think 
convenient. 


Ramb. Moſt excellent Creature, I adore thes for th y 


 F Meſlage, were I on a Precipice, I would leap down to 


4 VI. PD 


ſuch an Invitation; I will diſintangle myſelf from Ma- 
dam Impertinence, that hooks herſelf to me, and be at 
the Door in an inftant, Madam, an Affair of Conſe- 
quence calls me away. [Exit Ciſs.] my Pencils, my 
Oyſterſhells, my brighteſt Colours, the exacteſt Motion 
of my Hand, and the beſt of my Skill, ſhall always 
attend your fair Phyſiognomy ; Your Ladyſbip's moſt bum. 


le Servant and Pifture-drawer. [Ex. Ramb. 


La. Fad. The Top, the Cream, the Flower, the Quin - 


teſſence of Wit and Ingenuity ; his harmonious Tongue 


has left a tang, a reliſh of a Paſſion behind it ; I ſwear, 


I feel a little Palpitation, I ſhall not be at repoſe till l 


commence my Intrigue; and oh my brutiſh and obtuſe 
Memory, I have forgot to ask him, what happy Place he 
honours with his abode ; but now I think on't, FIA 
can lend me the Knowled ge, I will run with ſpeed, and 
borrow i it of her. | [Ex. La. Fad. 


SCENE, The Street before Ramble's Lodging. 


Enter Ramble, and Betty Friſque, YVizarded, 


Ramb. Heaven be prais'd, we are ſafe at the Place of 
Battle; this i is my Lodging, in, in my Dear —-my 
Sweet: 

Betty. Hold Sir, I kave honourably walk'd with how 
into the Field, but now IT'II Article with you. 


Rams. I abhor the Word, it has been lately miſchie- 


vous to me, and 1 will not hear it. 
Enter 
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Enter a Haman Fizarded, as out of Ramble's Lair 
- Woman. Oh, Mr. Ramble, are you come: Thave been 


2 waitin for my Picture this Hour. 


Ramb. Oh curſe on my Memory, 1 forgot this Al. 
ſignation; I have ſuch bundles of Billet Dexx, that I 
muſt keep a: Clerk to enter them in the Journal: dear 
Madam, I beg your Pardon, I was pre- ingag d to a Perſon 


of an and I Te 2 8575 come an — hence, 
. and I will not fail. N 


Enter to * a Second ma, 


i 2 Mom. So Mr. Ramble, you ſerve me finely, I ane? 
deen ſtaying for my Picture theſe two hours, and here 
you promiſe em to Flirts: here is a Flirt newly gone out, 
has kept me Priſoner in a Cloſet his hour, I was ſo afraid 
to be ſeen, for fear of my Honour. | 
 Ramb, Oh, dear Madam. 1 

2 Nom. No, Sir, I ſcorn to ft, it you draw the Pic- 
tures of every Flirt. Lan. 
| Betty. So, Sir; but oh, Iam ruin'd, my Lady Faddle's 

coming, whither ſhall J run, ſhe will know me by my 


_ - Clothes. 


Ramdb. In---in-- [dear Madam, this Dikats i is faſtned 
on me; how ſhall I be cur'd of her? what an . 
Rogue am I in my Amours ? 

Betty and Ramble Hrive to run in Betty gets in, but 

1 2 Faddle catches Ramble. = | 

La. Fad. Have I found you, Sir? this is fortune, I 


will not part with you, till I obtain the Glory to be de- 
ciphered by your ingenious Hand. 


* Ramb. Oh, Madam, what Appelles is fit for ſo great 

a Work? you are ſo. admirably painted. | 
La. Fad. Not at all, Sir, . you are miſinformed, I 
only uſe a little Red: Foh, Painted ! T ſwear I hate a 
painted Woman in my Heart, I ſuſpect their Virtue ; 
belides, 'tis naſty ; Tainted! Foh. 
3 Ranb. 
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© Rand. I mean by Nature's Hane. 
La. Fed. I beg your Pardon, I miſunderſtood you. 
 Ramb. That Art were ſaucy to contene. 
La. Fad. Oh, Sir, you put me in a longing Expec- 

tation; I beſeech you let us to ſome convenient Places 
where you may begin your Work ; put me in any Po- 
ſture you pleaſe, ſweet Sir, and let me taſte plentifolly 
of your Skill. 
Ramb. Madam; I want Gini Poet to aſſiſt my Fancy: N 

Vou ſhall be drawn in a triumphant Poiture, with all the 

- Gods and Goddeſſes attending, Venus crying for not being 
ſo handſome ; Juno ſcolding for Jealouſy of you; blind 
Cupid borrowing Glaſs-Eyes to ſtare on you: Jupiter | 

transforming himſelf into a Lap-Dog, to kiſs you; Mars 
lying naked wr Jour: Feet, in the haps of a Back- 
ſword. .. 
La! ad Oh, admirable, when ſhall this moſt rare 
Piece be begun? | 
Rams. L hat, Madam, I do not Mw 
La. F:4. Not know, Sir! Why, Sir, is it not your 
noble Hand that performs'it? 
Ram5. My Hand will not have the Glory. 
La. Fad. Whoſe then, Sir? EA 
Ramb. I do not know, Madam. 


La. Fad. Fy, fy, Sir, this is Superlative Meldet) 3 
py * Come, come, Sir. IS a = 5 (Le _— Bin. 


N Enter Mary, | 

= : Merry. Maſter, Sir—how ! my Wife that muſt be, 

4 . 

t La. Fad. Oh, dear, my Servant here; I ſhall be d. | 
I Honoured, this is unfortunate, 

I Merry. Does my Maſter deal with ſtale Fleſh too? Fond 

a is he making me a Cuckold before I am married? I do 

not much care, he cannot cuckold me of her Money: how 

ſhall Ido toout-face him now ?---how now Fact Ramble, 

| engroſs 
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engroſs all the Ladies. [Mind, and nods on Ramble. 
La. Fad. What ſhall I reply ? what ſhall I invent? 
this is infernal. : . 
KRamb. How now, Sirrah, how came you and I fo 
familiar ? what, is this thy Rogue's Plot? PE 
[Merry inks, and nods on Ramble. 
bye "HY 80, Madam, this is fine. ü 
La. Fad. I ſwear, Sir, ſwear, I don t know 
what to ſwear, I am in ſuch confuſion. 
Merry. Very well, Madam, this is a good beginning. 
Ramb. This Rogue is intimate with her._—This is 
ſome Plot, that I cannot diſcover. But ha, here 1 is Sir 


Womas coming this way in haſte. 


La Fad. Sir Thomas Raſh 5 me here! ! this i is Diſ- 
honour upon Diſhonour. 


Enter Sir Thomas Raſh, and A Bayli ifs. 


Sir Tho. So, have I found you ? that is the Lady, I 
command you, take her. 

1 Bay. Lady Faddle, J arreſt you in the King's Name, 

in an Action of a Thouſand Pounds, at the Suit of Sic 
Thomas Raſb, here preſent. 

Sir Tho, Come, put in ſubſtantial Bail, or 90 to Jail. 
Ramb. An Arreſt at my Lodging! | 
Merry. My Wife that muſt be, arreſted ! | 

La. Fad. Arreſted! [Rambleand Merry offer to 

- draw, and the Bay liffs ſtep in and diſarm them, 
Sir Tho. Hold Sir, be not too forward, Hows turn will 
come ſoon enough. 

La. Fad. Is this done, Sir Thomas, like a civil Perſon, 
and a Perſon of Honour??? 
Mer. What is the Buſineſs, Madam ? oh e 
La. Fad. I will declare before all 'theſe Gentlemen : 5 


| Know then, that a Nephew of mine, a Baronet in the 


Country, was bound in a Bond of a thouſand Pounds to 


come . to and marry M Mrs, Chriftina,. Sir Thomas's, 
| Daughter, 


/ 
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Daughter, four days ago, 2 I was 7 755 in the lane 
Bond. 


Ramb. What's this? 5 4 ED ; 7 
La Fad. And my Nephew failing to come up, Sir 


Tomas, bke an uncivit Perſon, takes the forfeiture of 
2 the Bond. 6 


Rams. . Sir Thomas, have you engag'd your 


Daughter to any one, after you have promis'd her to me. 
Sir Tho, I | ama her to you to be your Strumpet, 


did T3: 


Pink My Strumpet ? ſure , Sir 7. omas, you are 
craz d, I know not what you mean, nor do you know 
your own Meaning. | 

Sir Tho. That ſhall be . 

Mer. Is this all the Buſineſs? 


Sir Tho. Come, Bayliffs, with your Priſoner, to the Jail, | 
Mer. Hold, hold, Sir, I'll releaſe her: Madam, we 


will have a Trick for his Trick; ſay you are my Wir, 
and plead Covert- Baron. 


Ramb, Was this the Rogue's Plot ? he has gull'd this 


ſimple Lady into Matrimony. [afrae. 
Mer. Yes, Sir, ſhe is the Wife of me Fobn Merry, 


Eſq; of * Hall, now meddle with her, Sir, if you 


dare. 


Sir Tho, 87 y you ſo, Sir, are you come over me ſo? 


very well; then I ſhall ſpeedily take out a Writ to arreſt 


Fobn Merry, Eſq; in an Action of a thouſand Pounds, 


and ſhe ſhall pay it me every Farthing, if all the Bſtate 


the faid Fobn Merry and his Wife, the ate Dame an, 
have in the World, can pay it. 


La. Fad. Sir Thomas, I would hs you to "OY 
that do your worſt, my Eſtate is able to 0 pay twice that 


Sum, yet I have enough remaining. 
Mer. J am glad to hear of that, dies or four thou- 


fand Pounds will be good Sauce to make the old Gooſe 
85 down. (aſde. 
Enter 
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Enter Chriſtina and Iſabella vizarded, 


Cbriſ. Hold ! before this noble Company part I have 
ſoiething of great Importance to ſay to Mr. Ramble, in 


the Preſence of you all: Sir, do you know me? 


Ramb. Madam? [Diſcovers herſelf to be Chriſtina. 
Cbriſ. Sir, I am your unfortunate [ Knce/s to Sir Tho. 
Daughter, who, in Obedience to your Commands, am 


going to remove ſo great a Misfortune as myſelf for ever 


from your Family ; but ere I depart, I beg you, by all 
your paſt Fatherly Love, by the ſecret Remains of it till 
in your Breaſt ; by the Remembrance of my dear Mother 


in Heaven, to give me leave to vindicate myſelf, and 


challenge this baſe Villain in the Preſence of Heaven, 
who knows my Innocence, in your own Preſence, to 
whom he has wrong'd me, in the Preſence of all theſe, 


to affirm, if he dares, if there be any Truth, or Sha- 


dow of Truth, in any Word or Tittle of what he ſpoke, 


in prejudice of my Honour. 


Ramb. Hey, what Myſtery ! wha Riddle ! TO 


Dream is this! 


Sir Tho. Ves, Sir, now affirm to her Face, what you 
ſaid of her laſt night; that ſhe had been naught with 
you before; that ſhe had made an Appointment then to 
be naught with you, and that ſhe had been naught be- 


fore ever you touch'd her. 
Ramb. © horrid ! what Devil has forg'd ſuch an os 


minable Falſhood of me? may Heaven ſtrike me dead 


with Thunder; may the Earth ſink and ſwallow me; 


may all the Curſes of injur d Innocence purſue me, if ever 


ſuch an impious Thought came into my Soul. 


Sir Wo. Oh, Impudence ! Impudence! 


Ranb. And to ſhew my Words and Thoughts are the 
ſame, I here declare her as pure and ſpotleſs, as a Soul 
in Heaven. I defire no greater Happineſs in the World, 


than to poſſeſs her with all thoſe Misfortunes which I am 


he to bave brought upon her, 
rd 5 Sir 


Sir Tho. Was ever the like Impudence heard? he ſaid 


all this I charge him with to my Pace, and ug with 
me to maintain his Words. | 


La. Fad. Very well, I ſhall have nothing to do with 
you, or your Diſputes; know, my Nephew is come to 
Town, but he ſhall go back again, and break off the | 


Match; and ſo take your Courſe. 


Sir Tho. Sir Mannerly come? hold, Madam, one Word 
more with your Ladyſhip, and L' ll end all Controver ſies: . 
Well, Mr. Ramble, you declare in the Preſence of my 


Lady Faddle, and us all, that you never meant the Word 
you ſaid. 


Ramb, That I never ſaid or thought any thing of this 


Lady, but what a Votary might fay of the Saint he 
prays to. 5 


Sir Tho. That 07 acknowledge her entirely Inno- 
cent al: - 753 

Ramb. That her bbc is equal with her Beauty; 
and that her Beauty can be equall'd by nothing, but her 
own Innocence: and that ſhe can be compar'd with none 
-but herſelf. | " 


Sir Tho. And that you will marry her, 8 1 
pleaſe, and leave her Fortune to my Diſcretion. 
Ramb. That I will marry her without any Conſidera- 


tion of a Fortune, rather than any other Woman in the 
World with a Kingdom. | 


Sir Tho, Very well; then take Notice, I will marry 
her to Sir Mannerly Shallow : and ſo, my Lady Faddle, 


I releaſe your Ladyſhip ; and now our Conteſt is ended. 
Ramb. What's this! 


Cbriſ. Hold, Mr. Ramble, do not dare to . b- 


'my Father has declar'd his Pleaſure, and I declare my 
ready Obedience; however, 1 will never have you of 
all Men! | HS: | 


Ramb. Oh my T orment! 
La. Fad. 


The Tov ner WI r. | 89 


"RS, 


„ a — - Ew: * . — outs ay=: or 2 ne — Ir an — 
N ff.. ̃̃ , . re a Ee eB 
EC 1 . r n * n 4 8 
S277 aw? 8 SFE 3 Ma f 1 x 
- —— * * * * 8 * * 4 BD « 
— — * — . CARO At - x; AY 7 2 2 


90 


The CounTry Wir. 
La. Fad. Well, Sir Thomas, you have dealt (let me 
tell you) ungentilely with me ; but however, to put an 
end to Controverſies, I forgive you; and ſo let the Match 
proceed. [ Ex. Sir Tho. Raſh, La. Fad. Chrif. and Iſab. 
Ramb. Merry, a word, is this Lady your. Wife Pu 
Mer. Yes, in earneſt, 85. 
Ramb. Then, Sirrah, make her break off this Match, 
or I'll cut your Throat, how dear ſoever I pay for it. 
Mer. Well,Sir,a Word to the Wiſe is enough, you may 
be ſure I'll do what---lies in my Power. — Ex. 88 


Enter Betty F. riſque. 
Betty. So, ſo, Mr. Ramble, you are a very fine Man 3 


ſome Women come to you for their Pictures, and others 


for promiſe of Marriage; I have heard all Paſſages; this 


18 you that lov'd, admir'd, ador'd me above all Crea- 
tures in the World; above all you could expreſs; that 


you could have no reſt day nor night for thinking and 


ſighing after me: Poor loving Man: I had been ſweetly 
ſerv'd F I had been ſuch a Fool as to have believ'd you, 


and fall'n a loving you as hard as ever I could drive: 


well, I thank you, you have done me a Kindneſs, I ſhall 


endure my Confinement a little better after this : nay, 


1 ſhall thank my old Lord for keeping me out of the 


TINO of ſuch falſe, diſſembling, inſinuating Men. 
Exit. 

 Ramb. So, ſo, forſaken and hated by every one, all 
Afflictions come together; I am juſtly ſerved for my li- 
quoriſh, greedy, inſatiable, ridiculous Temper, that, 


like Adam, could not be contented in Paradiſe, but muſt 
be taſting all Sorts of Fruit, lawful or unlawful, tho I had 
_ Pleaſures enow in Chri/tina's Love to ſatisfy a Demy-God, 


and more than any mere Creature could merit: Well, 
Deſpair ſhall be damn'd before he ſhall have the fing'ring 


of me, yet---Opportunity has not ſo turn'd his bald Crown 
on me, but I can have hold enough of his Ears yet; at 


leaſt ! will have hold of my Rival's Ears, whoe'er he be 3 
this 
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this ſhall give him to underſtand [Shows his Sword] what 
Portion he ſhall have with his Lady ; nay, what Lady he 
ſhall have, for this fair lender Creature ſhall enjoy his 


n and i 


—— 


Ac v. SCENE I. The Street. 
Sir Mannerly dreft ix a fine Country-Faſbion'd Suit. 


Enter Sir Mannerly Shallow and Booby. 


Sir Man. O W do my Clothes become me, Booby p 
Boob. Bravely, an't like your Worſhup. 


Sir Man. And am I pretty handſome ? 
Boo. I never ſee a handſomer Man peep out of a Suit 
of Cloaths. | 
Sir Man. Well, I long for my Bride; oh, Kew gen- 
tilely I could ſalute her now? Madam, what a Spring, 
a Source, a Fountain, a River of Love and Beauty flows 


from your Eyes; a Nilus of Beauty overflows the Eb. 
of your Face. 95 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. Sir e Raſb, nor Madam Chriſtina, are no 
where to be found, Sir. 

Sir Man. Hey, not tb be found! well, then there is 
Knavery in this, they do it on purpoſe to make me for- 
feit my Bond. Oh dear, here comes the Perſon of 
Quality. [Enter the Porter.} I invited to my Wedding, 
what ſhall I ſay to excuſe myſelf to him? Noble 

Sir, I ſwear I am fo out of Aſpe&----I know not how 
to demean myſelf: I was ſo bold as te crave the Honour 
of your Company at my Wedding- 2 to-night, and 
I (wear, Sir, I cannot find my Bride— . 


Par. 


95 The CU Wir 


Por. Not find your Bride, sir! chat's ſtrange ; ; it's a 
common thing here in Londen for Women to run away 
from their Huſbands after they are married, but I never 
knew a Woman run from her Huſband before ſhe was 
married till now; well, Sir, there's no hurt done. 


Sir Man. Hold, noble Sir, I have receiv'd ſo many 
Noble Favours from you to-day, that I will not let you 
ſtir till I know to whom I am ſo much oblig'd——that 
T may know to whom to repay ; I beſeech you, Sir, to 
let me know your Honourable Name, for I am ſure you 
are of Noble Quality. 

Por. Ay, Sir, I ama Enight,—T v was dubb'd lat 
| Lord*Mayor' s Show.----' | 

Sir Man. Look you there, Bobby, did not I fay hen was 
a Knight? I beſeech you, Sir, of what Order? for by 
your Silver Chain, and noble Silver Plate, you muſt be 
of ſome Order that I have not read of in Heraldry. * 


Por. I am of a very old Order, Sir, of the Order of 


Jfachar ; I ſtoop under my rm and my t is an 
Aſs Couchant. 


Sir Man. Look you there Buoby 1 beſeech y you, Sir 


your Name. 
Por. My Name is Raſh, Sir, at your 8 
Sir Man. What———not Sir Thomas Raſh ? 


It ſo. 
Sir Mau. Oh ftrange, Booby ! 
© "Boob. Sir Thomas Raſb's Worſhip. f | 
Sir Man. Did one ever ſee the like? here have I been 
angling and trowling for my e and have 
| aa him at my Hook all day. | 
Boo. This is juſt as your Worſhip and I look'd up and 
7 8 for your Boots one day, and you had 'em on your 
85 F 
| Sir Mey, Juſt for all the World: 


Por. 


Fur. Old Tom Rg. —8ir Thomas, if you will have 


8 r' 9 
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por. What have I done now, I am afraid I have 
brought more Compliments on my Head---they come 
they come fall ſwinger----Oh, what wil become ok * 7 
Oh Sir, have mercy on me. | by 
Sir Man. Noble Father-in- law. ae aun 
Boo. His Worſhip's Father- in- laws Worſhip: TT 
[Sir Man. and Booby run and embrace him, 

Por. What, do they call me Father-in-law ? | 
Boo. Your Worſhip, Sir Thomas, I believe, does not 
know my Maſter's Worſhip ; ; my Maſter's Worſhip is Sir 
Mannerly Shallow, that is come to Town, 1 to 
his Bond, to marry your Daughter. it 
Por. Come to Town to marry my Patches! I begin 
to think em merry Men again, let me be hang'd if I can 
gueſs, whether they be Fools, or no, for my Life 


| I'facks, I rather think they make a Fool of me. 


Sir Man. I am the fame gr Spallow, on my 


| Honour, Sir. 


Por. Sir Mannerly Shallow, ha, ha, what comes in my 
Head. [Laughs.) I heard my Maſter and Name-ſake,' 
Sir Thomas Raſh, ta talk of one Sir Mannerly Shallow, that 
is to marry my young Lady, and J warrant this ſimple 
Gentleman is he; and he hearing my Name to be Ih 


| Raf, and calling myſelf in waggery, Sir Thomas----he 
takes me to be my Maſter: hahaha Laugts. 


Hark you, Maſter are not you Sir Mannerly Shallow g 
Sir Man. J am, on my Honour, Sir Duma. 116 


Por. Ha, ha, ha. [Laughs 
Sir Man. Ay, the dale 3 3 ha, ha, ha. ' [Laughs. 
0000. It is his Worſhip. | [ TLaugbs. 


They all three Iaugh, and the Porter ane the more 
to ſee them laugh. 
Por. J have laugh'd my Heart ſore ; what 2 knaviſh 


Prank could I play now, to paſs for Sir Thomas Raſh, 


and pop my Daughter on this filly Knight : well, Sir, 
I will not cheat you, Iam honeſt Tow Roo, 2 poor 


94 


ſpear this was well thought on, 


8 wh you, for 


The Count 4 Wir. 
1 #1 
Porter, and Servant: to, 2 very Sir . Rab vou 
want, and come alon I'll lead you to him. es 


Sir Man. Come, Father in. law, this is not gentle, 
now you have owned yourſelf,” to deny yourſelf again 


9 


you do it, now you ſee who I am, to make me forfeit my 


Bond——But what have I diſcovered ? let me compare; 
the very ſame Coat of Arms: Ic Pulls ont a Letter, and 
compares the Seal with | 
I'll take my Oath; now if you Jthe, Arms of the Por-, 
deny your ſelf, III. go to Law ter”s Badge. | 
I know you by your Arms. 
Por. This is better and better, ha, ha, 3 . FLawghs, 
Sir Man. My F ather-in-law I ſee i is a merry Man 
. . [Laughs. 
Bo. Sir aw his wo did but jeſt, ha, ha. 
wh (Laughs. 
"Por. Well, Pl own myſelf to be Sir Thomas Raſh, 
carry him to my Cellar, . and there let my Wife look 
to him, whilſt I call my Maſter - Come, Son- in- law, 


I am your Father- in- law, and I am heartily glad to ſee 
| L' conduct you to my Off. -ſpring, and your Bed- 
Mate that muſt-be——what ſport is here? 


Sir Man. Did not I'fay *twas he? [Exit Porter. 


Bo. What luck was this to find him, juſt as your 
Bond was forteited:. - 


Sir Man. Ay, and bake Coat of Arnd 500 muſt 


: know Iam very well kill d in Coats of Arms] can 


tell all our own Coats, and all the Quarterings « ever ſince 
King Cadwallader. 'Oh, but Booby, was it not pretty, 
that IL. ſnould invite my F aher i lan to his own Daugh- 
ter's Wedding ? 
SRI, that * bl word gh ſo hear- 
by. ant SY zie 101 

.Sir Max. Well thought on, L ſwear, now, run to wy 

Claak bag, and fetch my Bag of Money to pay for my 


5 Weng Dinner, : TR: 


Hoo, 


SCRE 
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N 


i. abt 


We'Oeunrny wr 1 os. A 
Bw. I ſhall; an't like, your Worſhip FT T7 | | (Brit ; 


Enter Ramble and Merry. e ee 


Mer. sir, am not 1 a loving Servant, that forſake 
the Wife of my Boſom; now Love has cook'd and 
diſh'd her up, and leave her " Piping h hot, to run after 


your Appetite. 
Ramb. Thou art an honeſt Fellow, Merry; ; but all 


T things confider'd, the Kindneſs is a great to thyſelf as 


me; however, I accept it—but ns thou hunted out 


my Rival? 


Mer. I ſaw bim hereabout, not a quarter of a an hour 
ago. | 

- Ramb. What kind of Fellow is he? 3 

Mer. Oh, tis fuch a Cumberland . he is much 
farther from Underſtanding, than his Country is from 
London ; and has ſuch a living Log follows him, as you 
never ſaw many a wiſer Block has ſuffer'd Martyr- 
dom for Chriſtmas, in his Mafter's Hall-Chimney. 

— Ramb. Prithee let's enquire hereabout for them, by 
thy Deſcription they are ſo remarkable, every body 


: that has ſeen 'em, will inform us of them. Nd 


es CENE, An Apple Shop. 
Enter Raſh and his Mg. 


| wi ife. How, are you mad, Thomas, loſe ſuch a For- 
tune for my Daughter? 
Raſh. What, ſhall I play the Knave o- that Fa- 
ſhion ? 3 
Wife. Is it Knavery to own your Chriſtendom ? Ts 
not your Name Raſo? and were not you chriſtened 


| Thomas ? 


5 4 But I was not chriſtened Sir Thomas, was I? 
Wife 


9. 5 County, Warr 


"Wife. Well, i che Knight will dien 0 | 
ee, what's that to any det l ir 
_ © Rahb, What I ſhall ha my Maſter Sir Thomas, hat 
. me up, coram nobis, for Forgery.; . . , 
"Wife. Well, let him tforam notis you a as much as he 
dares; there's no Law againft owning one? s own N ame; | 
let him take his Silver Badge again and he will, we Sn 
live without his Chain, we, ſhall be as $a: as he now. 
© "Raps. I tell you I won't do it. 2528s 
5 W: . Won' t you? then let my. "Goods r rot and * 
will, III ne'er fell penny-worth of / Apples or Giga: 
bread more whilſt I live, . _ 7 
"Raſh. Theſe Women will rule the Roaſt} Tu 
be Sir Thomas then, but if I look thro' a Scotch Caſe- 
ment for this, that is to fay, a Pillory, Pl lodge a Cud- i 
zel in your middle Story backward. 
1 Wife. Let them do what they dare, 1 mall find. a 
| Meſs of hot Codlings o me, I warrant them: Give me 
my clean Kercher, and my Hat, and run quickly and 
| fetch Winny | from School. 
5 There, there, don em eh. our e 


Enter Sir n Fay Booby with a Bag of Money | 
under his Arm; a Brggar-woman with a Child, e 
ging of Sir Mannerly. | 


Sir Man. Well, I never ſaw hoch ae Street 1 in my 
Life. 1 
Beg. We. Pray your Worſhip, give a poor Woman | 


ſomething. 
Sir Man. Begone, Beggar- Woman. 


. Raſh. Son- in- law /, you are heartily welcome; ſee, this 
18 your Mother-in-law. 

Mig. For want of a better, Sir. 

Sir Man. Madam, your moſt humble Servant. 


Ra. 


0 


is but two Doors off at a Boatding-School, where I keep 5 


is my Habitation. 


4  limibus, Alta Columns : —— And Gold on a the Top too, 


| ples? I ſhall agree with you. then mightily in Diet, 


| Pippin, as good a one as ever Tooth was put in- and as 
| ſound as myſelf, 


Lady's a plain Woman, Booty. 


; Lore. and Kiſſes —— will 1 up 


. . 
* * a 


Raſv. Well, Son, I'Il run and fetch your Bride: the” 


her for good Breeding. You wonder to ſee ſo man 
Apples here; my Wi.eand I, you muſt know, are great 


Lovers of Apples, and weare laying in our Winter-ſtore 
into our Cellar; that's my Cellar, but that great Houſe 


Sir Man. Oh ftately, that's like the Palace of Sol Sub 


C lara micante Auro. | 
Raf. Ay, to ſhow I love 3 I have a Golden 

Apple, aGolden Pippin on the Top; well, I'Il leave you 

with my Wife, I'll be back preſently.- -[Ex.Raſh. 
Sir Man. Is your Ladyſhip ſo great a Lover of Ap- 


for I love Apples as well as ever Adam did, and- here 
are as many fine Apples as ever I ſaw.in my Life. 

Boo. Curious Apples, indeed. 

Wife. Pray Son-in-law be pleas'd to eat one, there's a 


Bio. A pure Pippin. | 
Sir Man. Your Ladyſhip's moſt wards Servant: my 


Boo. She ſeems a very hearty Woman, an't like your 

Worſhip. 
Enter Raſh and Winnifred. 

2 See, Son, here's your young Yoke-fellow, that 
muſt into the Nooſe with you. 

Sir Man. A moſt tranſcendant Beauty ! 

' Rob. A plain Girl. 

Sir Mar. Not at all, ſhe's the Epitome of PerſeQtion ; ; 
I am enamour'd above the Capacity of Expreflion ; 1 


deſerve to forfeit a thouſand Bonds of a thouſand Pound, 
for ſtaying the thouſandth part of a Minute from her 


Embraces ; I will pay the Forfeiture of my Bond in 


Beg. 
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B. Wo. Pray, good your Worſſip = 
Sir Man, What a troubleſome Woman art thou ? Fa | 


not ſee I am buſy a Copano! ? 
ROOD up by Art Arithmetical 

Beg. Wo. Pray your Worſhip 

Sir Man. Did one ever ſee the like? 

Boo. Woman, do not trouble his Worſhip. 

- Wife. Be gone, or Pl! ſend forthe Beadle. 

Sir Man. I ſay, J will number up- I will number--- 
this ſcurvy Beggar Woman has broke off my Speech, 
that I vow and ſwear, I do not know what I was going 
to fay---I had better ha' given her a \ Shilling, than have 
loſt ſuch a Speech. 

Bob. I could find in my Heart, Broder Woman, to 
kick you, for ſpoiling his Worſhip' 8 Speech--no n matter. 
your Worſhip---has twenty more as good. 

Raſh” No Matter for Compliments : Come, Son- in- 

law to Church, if you pleaſe, and there let the Parſon 
: compliment you both into Man and Wife, and that” s the 


I ſay, I will 


. Compliment of Compliments. 


Sir Man. With all my Heart, and may a thouſand 
Cupids hover over every Pew, to fll your Heart as full 
of Love, as mine is of Love and Admiration. 

Boo. Did you ever hear ſuch pare Compliments ? 
© Ram. Never in all my days 5 An they are going off enter 

Mer. That's he. Ramble ad Merry. 

Ramb. Is that he ? *tis ſo ridiculous a Fellow, I can- 
not be angry with him. 

Mer. Go, Sir, manage him- -whilſt I handle Las: 
the ſecond King of Frogs, 5 Ramble zates Sir Mannerly, 
that follows him. and Merry, Booby, aide. 
| Ranb. Sir, one Word with you in private. 
[To Sir Man, 
Mer. Sir, one Word with you in private — 

To Booby. 


Sir Man, With me, Sir? | 
"_ Boo. 


a. 
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Bos. With 5 me, Forſooth? | 


Rams, Ay. Sir, it muſt be very private. | 
Mer. Ay, Sir. 


Ramb. Is not your Name Sir Mannerly Shallow 7 

Sir Man. It is, Sir, what then, Sir.? 

Ramb. Are not you come to Town to marry Sir Jo- 

mas Raſh's Daughter ? 

Sir Man. I am, Sir, what then, Sir?” 7 
Boo. Four Oxen to run for a Wager, Sir, do you 13 1 
Mer. From Tweed to Neærocaſtle. 

Ramb. Then you muſt not have her, Sir. 


Sir Man. How, not have her, Sir! s 
Ramb. No ſtirring, Sir, if 27 do, his runs NN 
your Guts. | 


Sir Man. Into my Guta, Sir? N bo CE, 
Rams. Ay, into your Guts, Sir. 1 1 e 12 92 
Boo. My Maſter's py'd Ox he Ener 5% 


Mer. For a Wager of fourſcore Load of ee ge 
Sir Man. Booby. — 


Ramb. No Booby, Si. a 
Sir Man. No. Booby, Sir? 5 
KRamnb. No Booby, Sir. | 

Bio. To be eat all with Muſtard. 

Mer. All with Muſtard, 

Boo. An Ox eat Muſtard ! 

Mer. All with Muſtard. 

Rams. I ſhall be very brief with you, I ſhall propound 
but two Things to you, take your Choice, either to go 
out immediately and fight me, and he of us two that 
comes alive out of the Field, ſhall have the Lady; or 


elſe, this Minute to take Poſt for Cumberland, and not 
| to come up till I am married to her. 


Sir May. To go and fight with you, Sir! 


Ramb. Ay, Sir, till one of us fall dead, or ride Poſt 
for Cumberland; take your Choice. 


Sir Man. Ride Poſt for Cunterland, Sir! | 
E 2 Raub. 
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ERXRenb. Ay, Sir, chuſe inſtantly, or this goes into your 
Guts.  þ | | 
Sir Man. My Guts, Sir! FS, | 
=. 2 "Ramb. Ay, Sir. 
4 Sir Man; Boot 
- *-Ramb, No Booby, Sir ; ſpeak quickly what you'll do. 
Bub. And the Ox that wins to be knighted ! * 
. To be knighted, | 
H 2 Bab. I never heard the like ; 3 let me tell his Wor- 
* ip. ; | h 
4c Mer. 'Preſently, when I hat done: 1 Rev not half 
We: 
ny * Say what you'll - and that ndr 
Sir Man. Sir, 1 
Ramb. What will * Sir? 
Sir Man. Sir, Pll- | | | 
Namb. Diſpatch, Sir. 5 
Sir Man. Sir, III Sir, I will not, Sir: : What | 
hat you to do to make me fight, or ride Poſt either, 
whether I will or no, Sir? 
FNiounb. No queſtioning my Anh, ſpeak inſtant- 
| ly, I fay, inſtantly. 


| 

Sir May, I never met with ſuch a Fellow in. my „ 

fie. | 

- Rams. You will not ſpeak, Sir. 3 

Sir Man. Sir, I'll i „ 9958 
Namb. What, Sir | 

Sir Max. Sir, I'll ride Poſt, Sir. | | 1 


 Ramb. Then come along, Sir ;——T'll ſee you mount- 

ed and attend you, or one ſhall for me, one forty | 
or fifty Miles on the Way: — no looking o'er your 

Shoulder, Sir. | . 

[Drags him out ; Sir Mannerly Jocks back and ere 3 

t ſpeak, Ramble eps his Mouth. 1 


Mie. Mr. Booly, Mr. Booby, there's a Gentleman = 
runs — with your M aber; ; call a Conſtable, Thomas, | 
| a Con- = 


The CovnTay W TT. 10 
3 Conllable; come "Yong with me Ty to call a cus. 5 


able. 14 
Raſb. Is the Women mad to make a Hubbab 23.9 
hold your Tongue. Li 
Wife, I will not; he carries away our Son. in-law by 
force,” | [Exit; 
Boo. One ſteal my Maſter! [Raſh alles her. 
Mer. No ſtirring, Sir. * 


Boo. No ſtirring— What, you ks to tel kim, 
do you? here Beggar-Woman, hold C Gives the Beggar- 
my Bag of Money a little, andy mom the Bag N 

I'll try a Friſkin with him; ; thou Mengy to Lat, 
ſhalt not come at thy Sword. - | 
[Merry and Booby fight, of the Sicke 


[4 noiſe of a Hubbub within, and mean while the Beggar- 
Woman watches her Opportunity, lays 4. the Child, 
and runs away with the Money, | 


Enter Ramble and Merry. 


Ramb. This is good, the Conſtable 3 the Rabble 
have ſeiz d our Foes! and we, the Aggreſſors, have. 
eſcap'd, whilſt the two Clowns. ſtick faſt in the Mud of 
the dirty Croud : Let's purſue our Fortunes, overtake 
Sir Thomas and the Company, be ente and 
obſt inate, and ſee what that will do. 

Mer. With all my Heart, Sir, for I do not care | 
tor coming within the reach of that  heavy-fiſted Fool 
any more. _ [Exeunt. 


Enter Conſtable, Sir Mannerly, Booby, Raſh, Wife, 
; and Winnifred. „„ 
Sir Man. Vou have let go the Thieves that would 
have ſtolen me, and here you hold my Man and me. 
Conſt. Stolen 0. Sir! 1 found this Man in actual 
Battery. 
Beo. He batter'd me as much. | 


R WIr. 


Reb: "Come; come, Son- in- law, never make a Bultle 
en your Wedding: day, give the Conſtable a Spill. 
Sit Man.” There's 4 Spill; but I take my Oath he 
would have ſtolen m. 


. Conf. No mbre Words on' t. band chere, g0 a- 
bout your Buſineſs. 
Sir Man. Come, Madam, as the Poet fays-Per pa- 
Thos cafes per tot diſcrimina rerum. 
* [Exeunt Sir Man. Raſh, Wife, and Win. 
. I think I plough'd his Chaps for him; an he 
had cuff d a little longer, I would ha? pull'd up his 2 Noſe | 
by the Roots——but where's the Beggar-Woman with 
my. Bag of Money? look if the has not laid it in the 
Street, like a Baggage; a thouſand to one but it might 


have been ſtolen———hey, my Bag of Money is alive 
4 Baſtard, a Baſtard, [Takes up the Cheld] ſtop Thief, 


ſtop Thief; a Beggar-Woman has run away with a Bag 
of Money, and has left a Baſtard in the Room: ſtop 

Thief, Thief. f 
| [ Lays down the Child, and offers to run away. 


Watchm. Mr. Conſtable, Mr. Conſtable, here's a F el 
low has Jain a Child in the Street: 


_ Conft. Stop him, ſtop him, knock him down how 


now, Sirrah, lay a Baſtard in the Street! 


Boo. Is it my Baſtard? is it not the Beggar-Wo- 
man's Baſtard that was a begging here, and has run 
away with all my Money? | 
Conf. She was your Whore, was ſhe, Sirrah ? here F 
a fine Plot of a Rogue, Neighbours, to make a buſtle in 
the Streets, that his Whore might have an Opportuni- 
ty tolay a Baſtard to the Pariſh: Yes, Sirrah, the Pa- 
Tiſh fhall maintain ſuch a luſty Rogue as you in Lea- 
_ chery ?!——come, Sirrah, to the Houſe of Correction. 
Watchm. Ay, Mr. Conſtable, whip him, whip him; 
this Way the Pariſh-Money goes; I have been ſels'd 


above fiſteen Shillings this Year, for ſuch Rogues un · 
lawful Leacher!:cs, S Bo. 


* PIs, yo 


Cauſes. 
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Boo. Whip me! 1 * * 5 a- the Wontat before in 

my Life. #992 91.70 , 
Conſt. Then you lay wick her inthe ban, 00 ou 

Sirrah? | 

Boo. I am but 26 wiy bois te Thin n 
Conſt. Then you ſhall be whipt as foon as you come; 


of Whipping-Poſt ſhall be your Welcome. 


Boo. Whip me if you dare, fince you 8⁰ to that bor 


1 belong to a Critick. 


Conß. A Critick ! what's that ? i be. 

Boo. A great Judge; that was he that was here ja 
now. 

Conſt. He a judge ! he looks like a Man fit to hold 
the Scale of Juſtice indeed; he is more fit to hold a 
Grocer's Scale, and weigh Plumbs and Comfits than 


Come, Sirrah, I'll let out your hot 
Blood; I'll plant a Fore o' Birch in rue Arſe o 


33, 
£4 
. 
* 3 * 2 
* 
CFE 
| 
* 


Boo. Oh, Mr. Conſtable, my Maſter is a Northern 


Judge indeed, and a Baronet, I can prove it. 


Conſt. I care not what he is, Sirrah ; will he put in 
Security to keep the Child, and buy off your Whip« 
ing ? 
x 3 Why muſt he? or muſt I be whipt 1 
Const. That Time ſhall try. 
Boo. Oh, Mr. Conſtable, come along; my Maſter's 
Wortip ſhall be bound, and give you any Content. 
| Conf. Well, let's ſee what he will do. [Exeunt, W 


Enter Sir Tho. Raſh, Merry, Chriſtina, tas Faddle, 


Iſabella, Bridget, and Ramble. 


La. Fad. Where have you been, Mr. Merry ? 
Mer. Only ſettling ſome things about my Eftate. 
Sir Tbo.; Do not follow and tantany us, Mr. Ramble; 


for I declare poſitively, | hes ſhalt never have my 
5 N . 


DRL TO Chrift, 
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=” .Cbhrif. Mr. Ramble my. Father i is engag'd to another; 
but whether he was or no, the Words you ſaid are never 

do be forgiven: neither Extrayagance, Railery, Drink, 
nor nothing can excuſe em: they have fix d you in my 
eternal Hatred; and you are the only Thing of all Hea- 
ven's Creatures I abhor. 

- Ramb. Then I am the only . Thing of the 1 
whole Creation, and the more wretched, ſince I ſuffer + 
innocently : For whatever have been my other Sins, 
from that unpardonable one of blaſpheming your Ho- 
nour, I am wholly Innocent: Conſider why I ſhould ſay 5 
it, what ſhould move me to it? what ſhould provoke 
me? and what ſhould I gain by it when ſaid? 

Chriſ. That foppiſh Vain-glory which poſſeſſes all 

your Sex, of defaming 'thoſe Women, whole Honours 
you cannot otherwiſe abuſe. _ = 
Sir Tho, Why, Sir, what ſhould move me ? what 5 
volke me? and what ſhould 1 gain by telling a Lye, Sir ? 

Tab. I ſwear Madam, I begin to Pity him, and think 
there's ſome miſtake. 

La. Fad. I dare not interpoſe, for fear of diſcovering 
the Affair about my Picture ä 

Mer. Come, Sweet-Heart, you are the chief Perſon 
concern d; you muſt reſign your claim to this Lady 

for Fack Ramble is my Friend; and tho I know nothing 
of the Buſineſs, I know he is Innocent, becauſe I know | 
him to be an honeſt Fellow ; but Whether innocent or | 
no, I will have Matters made up; for in plain Terms; 5 
if my Friend may not bed the Woman he loves, I will 7 
not bed the Woman I rag I will never 25 Kappy 's while 
my Friend is. miſerable. 5 
La. Fad. How, Mr. r 

Sir J. Let me alone with ay Madam! Sir, 1 
have you to do to intermeddle in my Affairs; bed who 
you will, Sir, and what you will, Sir; but if you ſay 
he did not ſay theſe Words, I give you the Lye; and 
there's my Glove.. Men. | 


Sir? 


w Bag 


will catch cold. 


Ran. Some Devil has appea r'd to him in my 1 
and ſaid this. 


Enter Betty Friſque ad Ciſs. 


Betty. Oh dear, have I met with your Ladyſhip! 
-[70 Lady Faddle.] this is lucky, if ever you will be kind 


to me in your Life, Madam, take me into your Com- 
pany——T have been abroad but two Hours, and my 


Lord has been to ſeek me in ſuch a Rage, that if you do 


not excuſe me, it will be a parting Quarrel. 
© Ramb. Betty Friſque here! how do my Sins follow 
me? what ſhall I do? now] think on't, ſhe dares no 


more own the Knowledge of me, than I dare of her; 


my ſtanding Virtue, Impudence, muſt aid me. 

La. Fad. Why doſt thou do this, Bei? 

; Enter Lord Drybone. 
I. Dr. So Gentlewoman, are you herded 
| ha ! what do I ſee here, her Father? that's he I ſaw 


laſt Night, I'm ſure on't ; I remember his Face again, tho' 
I faw him in the dark: Very well, Sir, take your Daugh + 


ter again, I am very glad tis you ſhe runs to, I thought 


to have found her in worſe Company: There, Sir, take 
ber, take her, and make the beſt of her. [79 Sir Thomas. 


Sir Tho. My 3 Sir! To whom do you peaks 


Ram. What, more Miſtakes | ? 
L. Dr. To you, Sir. 


Sir Tho, To me, Sir ? I am as is a Man as your- 


ſelf, Sir. 
L. Dr. As good a Man, Sir ? 
Mer. Hold, hold, Gentlemen. 
I. Dr. Sir, I am a Perſon of Honour, Sir. | 
Sir Tho, And I am a Perſon of Quality, Sir. 
1 Dr. Well, Sir, be of what Quality you will, Sir, 
| you 
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you came laſt Night to my Door with Fiddles, and chal- 
lleng d me for debauching your Daughter, Sir; then you 
could own her in the Dark for your own Pleaſure, Sir, 
and now I will make you own her for mine : and, as I 
told you laſt Night, ſhe had been debauch'd before I . 
touch'd her, ſo I tell you again, if ſhe had not, Rope m 


5 would have conſider'd her. N 
Rains. The Miſtake comes out. 1 
Sir Tho, Hold, my Lord, was not you in your Night F- 

gown and Drawers ? -' 

L. Dr. Ves, Sir, and you was in a Buff. coat. LEA li 

Sir 70. Mr. Ramble, where art thou? wilt thou for- ti 
give me? canſt thou MEA me ? dane Mr. 28 3 

N me. ir 

Ramb. Now, ahm. | r 


Sir Tho, My Lord, I thank you heartily for this Dit. . 
covery; you have cleared up a Miſtake in which J per- 7 
| Lifted, to the Injury of an honeſt Gentleman; but now I 


will do myſelf and him right: Know then, this Gentle- 2 
man is a Servant to my Daughter, and this is my Daugh- | ;, 
 *;ter I challenged you about; and finding him ſomething | p 

airy and wild, was deſirous to hinder the Match; tl 
and he paſſing by my Door with Fiddles laſt Night, 

* in a Rage, purſued him to your Lordſhip's, and | „ 
miſtaking your Lordſhip for him in the Dark, I chal- 1 
lenged you with Intentions of debauching my Daugh- 3 


ter, and your Reply entangled us in Dilfculties, vhich | a, 
now are vaniſhed. : -- 
L. Dr. Then this is the Lady it ſeems. was ſere? = + 


ed. tf cs [ Chriſtina, a 
Rams. The ys. my 1 the play * at * y 
Door, was but a Blind h 
Betty. No, no, 'twas to me. +. L 


Chri/. He brings himſelf off wittily. et 3 | 
I.. Dr. But hold, Sir, now I remember, 3 you came HE 
* draw her Piat do Day. Re Wn 3 
* Cri m 


* 


riſe. 


% 


Ramb. I did ſo. 
Betty. Ay, ay, I havean Intrigue with kim. 


Ramb. But it was only for Divertiſement, I never 
ſaw her before in my Life. 


Betty. Why do you fay ſo? 'twas an Appointment : | 
Well, my Lord, you and I muſt part, you ſee how falſe » 
II 3 
L. Dr. Dear Betty, forgive me, I ſee thou haſt. 2 more 
Virtue and Goodneſs than I have Eſtate to reward; 35 
live with me 1 988 and I will become a n&w Crea. | 


ture. 


' Betty That muſt be by ſome very ſtrange Minha 


indeed, that an old Man ſhould become a new Crea- 


ture but however, mend as much as you will, 1 


| ſhall never mend, 1 ſhall continue my Intrigues with 
Picture-Drawers, and Pages, and Hackney- Coachmen®- 


and every Man I can come near 
L. Dr. Oh, do not treat me thus ſeverely, 7 have 


injur'd thy Virtee,. but I will make thee a Recom- 
pence ; for my Life, and all the Pleaſure of i it lies in- 


thy Favour. 


Betty. No, no, this keeping of ee by you 
old Sinners, is but done out of a ſcurvy Cuſtom, not 


any Need you have; like old Snuff. takers, that can- 


not live without Snuff, tho! it never makes them ſneeze: 


do but break yourſelf of the Cuſtom for one Month, 


and you will find no Want. But come, ſince you are 


humbled, I'll make a Propoſal ; promiſe before all this 


noble Company, to make a Settlement of 500 J. a- 


year on me for Life, thatif we ever quarrel, I may 
have ſomething to truſt to, and I will return to my 
Dominion again, and govern you as formerly. 

L. Dr. L engage it, and you ſhall have it drawn by 


what Lawyers you pleaſe. 


Betty. Then I am yours in the new-f aſhion'd Matri- 
mony for ever. | L. Dr. 


4 Chrif. Hagke that Trick too ? ©: 2 


- 
* 


=” N. Dr. it's an, as forme, your moſt obſequious y 
1 Keeper. | SDA. „ 
Sir 756. Oh "choſe: ue dne Doings; ; butl a nothing. 
4 2 Romb. Now, Madam, it bs wy Turn to quarrel, and 
3 = * unkind. 
en Ye. ae — had heed boat of your Inno- 
cence 3 witnels, the importunate Temptations of a young 
Lady, which you manfully reſiſted laſt Night, and could 
£ by no Means be brought to her Embraces; witneſs this 
Creature, whoſe Picture it ſeems you drew, an Excel- 
lence I neuer knew you had till now. 
” . .. Ramb. Oh, forgive me, I acknowledge toy. Faults: 
= with Grief and Penitence, I am ainazed, how it was 
poſſible for me to think of any Thing but you ; but 
hopes of Love, are like the Proſpect of a fair Street a a 
great Way off, and you cannot blame a poor thirſty 
3 * ea if he takes A.SIP, A and there by the” 
7 "Sir Tho. How; on thy Knees, Mr. Ramble / I e 
we ought rather to kneel to thee. Riſe, riſe, Man, 
were I not to for leit a Thouſand Pound Bond, thou 
ſhouldſt have my Daughter before any Man. 
= Ramb. Say you ſo; Sir ; Dirt ſhall never be laid in ne 
| Scale with Beauty, I Will pay the Forſeiture. 
=. Jab. This is brave, I ſwear, now Madam, you are 
——_ bound in Honour and Gratitude to forgive him. 
Sir Vo. Mr. Ramble, this is ſo, generous a Propoſition, 
| that I will pay the Forfeiture of the Bond, give thee my 
| Daughter, and a Thouſand Pound more with her, than 
ever 1 deſign'd for her Fon with N e. 
+ her —ſhe s thine. 
Cbriſ. Well, Sir, I bope you will give over your 
Picture-drawing. | | 
. Ramb. Now I am in Hane. ad all my Sins . 5 
given, upbraid me not with them; I will draw no Pic- : 
ue; bat my own, * thoſe never without your Help. 
a | , 


2 


0 te ec ob v wan rg 
Lac Re: How, n e en ou us wy are. 


Mer . How, will you. 8 
: Virgin Authority. = Ve 
La. Fad. Mr. Marry: Ii mot + Kare my Nephew 


thus abus d. 1 . 
[Enter Sir Nam , Winnited, Porter ene wir. 7 | 


See he has found ü. +, - | 
Sir Man. My Lady Aunt, "with me . 

La. Fad. Wiſh thee J oy, Sweet-heart, for what, for 

lofing thy Bride 7 here is Sir Thomas Raſh, after all our 

Articles, is going unvorthily d to beſtow his Danghter, 

| upon another. DS _ 

Sir Man. How, Aunt, you do not TER Sir "Thomas: | 

Raf when you ſee him, nor his Daughter neither 
ſure I have her faſt enough, I am married to her already, 
and here ſhe is. 

C bbriſ. This the Creature that was Yeſign'd for me 2 

| bleſs me! what a Delivetance have T: had? 45 
Sir Do. This, Sir Mamneriy. 1 1852 
La. Fad. What Joſt" thou "oo, art thou marie to 

that Gil? 

* Sir Wo. Married tom Porter's Daughter? this Fellow: 
is my Porter, 3 and his . is my Apple · wo- . 
man. 

Sir Man. Vour Porter, what's at a 
La. Fad. He goes of Errands for Goats, ad Te- 
ters, and Pente; this is Sir Thomas Raſb, and this is 
his Daughter. 
Sir Man. How ! am I cozen'd ſo? is this Sir Thomas 
Raſh ? and is this his Daughter are you no Sir 
Thomas ? and you no my Lady? and do you go of Er. 
rands for Groats and Pence? ind do you fell Apples? 
Por. Faith, Son, 'tis a Folly to diſown it, now all is 
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one; theſe are our Occupations, I am no Knight, but. 
F | of 


ts , „ : 1 4 — * 

* o 5 4 5 : 5 2 * * 

n 1 2 
* d o 

9 * 


— 


"5120. The E e _ 7. 


> of your Anbbibg: ; you would dub me a Knight whet 
_ I would or no-——T was not ambitious of the Honour. 
Ma. Wall, tho! we are poor Folks, we are honeſt 
and true. 8 
Sir Man. Heel tout true ; Sirrah, cots e and . 
unmarry me again. 4 [ Beats. the Porter: | 
Sir 770. Hold, hold, Sir Merz, now tis too late? . 
how came this Miſtake n? „ 
Por. My being your Worſhip's Name fake caus'd it; 
he would needs bear me down I was your Honour, and | 
marry my Daughter in ſpite of my Teeth. | I 
La. Tad. Oh, how Halt thou rr d our Fa- 
mily ! | 
Sir Man. Fear not, PER Pu ſrague* em; erb, 
I'll make it a ſcurvy Errand to you; and Apple-wo- : 
man, your Danghter ſhal}be a _— Pippin to you. 

* Wife. Do your worſt, 

Enter Conſtable, and Booby with 4 Cbild FS his Arms. 

Boo. Here's his Worſkip ; oh, an't like your Wor- 

ſhip, if you won't be bound to maintain this Child for 
me, 1 ſhall go to Priſon, and be whipt preſently. 

Sir Man.” that Child ? what ha' you got 2 

Baſtard fince you came to Town already ? 
Beo. 'Tis a Beggar-woman's Baſtard, I never ſaw in 
my Days before. 5 
Sir Man. Get a Baſtard of a N | in a Day's s 
Time? Do they breed ſo faſt in London? that's faſter than 
our tame Coneys do ; no wonger Londen. 15 ſo fall of 
People. 

Bos. An't like your Worſhip, I never ſaw or touch'd | 
the Woman, or any Woman, I never lay with an 
Woman. in my. Life ; ; "a me a Book, [I'll kiſs it Pen I 

it. 

5 Man. E could you come by this Baſtard then? 


00. I did not come by i it, it came by me; I gave a 
Beggar- 
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the Bag of Money to hold, whilß Te, 9 
with the Thief's Man that would have ſtole you, 1 
ſhe lays down the N and runs away with the Bag of 


TEM 
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Money. 
N Sir Man. Ma, loſt my Bag Money ; then benny 
Tu keep none 0? the Baſtard. , na 
| Conſt. Then come along, Line 4:54 © 4 5 * 


Sir Tho, Have Pity on the poor F allows; AT ot 
Sir Man. No, fince he would not keep my Big.o 
Money, I won't keep his Baſtard. wo 
1 Boo. Oh, an't like your Worſhip, be but bound for _ 
me, I'll keep it myſelf —T'll ſerve it out. 
F Sir Man. Well then, Apple-woman,.-fince I am mar- , 
| | - ried, do you keep my Man Booby's Baſtard for nothing ; > 
that ſhall be for a Portion with your Daughter. IPs: 
Hife.. I don't care if I do: the Child is a fine likely 
Child. 
s Sir Man. Well, I ſcorn to. be em to you, I 
will pay for the keeping of it; but Booby, T will: ſend. 
vou down quickly: into 155 unt. if you get Haar: 
"thus . Is 
Sir Tho. Mr. Conſtable Uiſcharge the Man, Th . 
- that the Gentleman his Maſter performs his Word. 2 
Cal. Well then, . Y poue Word, Sir Thomas, I releaſe WY 
ow. . 
Sir Man. $0, I 3 come up to 4 to a very ſine 
Purpoſe; I ha' loſt my Miſtreſs, loſt my Money, am 
married to an Apple-· woman's Daughter, and muſt. keep 
a Beggar-woman' s Baſtard ; whereas, I thought to. have 
liv'd in Londen, and never ſeen the Country- more : I 
will now go down into the Country, and ſpend all my 
Time i in railing againſt London: I will never ſee London © 
more, ſo much as in a Map, I will burn my Map of 
Lunden that hangs in my Parlour—— _. 
Sir Tho. A very honeſt, and as the Times are, pious 
_ ad wholeſom Reſolution, Sir Ne better live in 
; | We the 
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Ne and burn your Map of Lonabs, than live in 
London, and ſpoil your Map of Humanity, with Drink 
ing and Wenching. 

Por. Ay, Son- in-law, better go into the Country, and 
live lovingly with my Daughter, than ſtay in Town, 
and turn her away, and keep a Wench in her Stead, as 
Gentry do that marry and live here. 

Sir Man. Why, do they 7 
Wife. Ay, the more Shame for them. 

Sir Man. Then I'm reſolv'd I'll ftay in Londen, and- 
Booby, as you can find Baſtards, do you find a Wench 
for me. | 
Mie. Keep a Wench under my ene 8 Note Pl 
tear her Eyes out. | 

Sir Po. I will diſſuade him; well, Sir Mannerh, x 
am very ſorry for the Misfortune you have met with in 
coming to Town for my Alliance ; I will cancel the- 


Bond to make you ſome Recompence and ſince my 


Daughter is not ſo happy to enjoy you, let my Houſe 
have the Honour to entertain you: Whither I al- 


ſo invite the reſt of this noble Company: my Lady 
Faddle and her Husband, my Lord Drybone and his 
Settlement, and Tom Raſh, and thy Wife be of our 
Society now : this noble Alliance has advanc'd thee ; 
be a Knight to Day, and Prince of Porters for ever, 
and thy Wife Lady of Apple-women : I will have both 
your Statues made in Ginger-bread, and ſet up in Co- 
: ſtermonger” s-Hall, and Noble Brides and Bridegrooms 


af walk in, 


4:1 love apare, as fo oft as you can drive, 
And may the Trade of Tove for ever thrive, 
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Lean, eee — with Drin 


8 Ay, Son-in Jaw; better 9⁰ into the Country, 2 


© live lovingly with my Daughter, than ſtay in Town,. 
_ and turn her away, and keep'a Wench in her Stead, as 
Gentry do that marry and live here. 


Sir Man. Why, do they 7 


| "Wife. Ay, the more Shame for them. 


Sir Man. Then I'm refoly'd I'll: ſtay in Londen, and- 


Boy, as you can find Baſtards, do you find a Wench | 


for me. 


Sir Wo. I will diſſuade him; well, Sir We 
am very ſorry for the Misfortune vou have met with i in 


coming to Town for my Alliance; I will cancel the 
Bond to make you ſome Recompen ce; and ſince my 


Daughter is not ſo happy to enjoy you, let my Houſe 
have the Honour to entertain you: whither I al- 


ſo invite the reſt of this noble Company: my Lady- 
Faddle and her Husband, my Lord Drybone and his 


Settlement, and Tom Rap, and thy Wiſe be of our 


Society now: this noble Alliance has advanc'd thee ; 
be a Knight to Day, and Prince of Porters for ever, 
and thy Wife Lady of Apple-women : I will have both- 
your Statues made in Ginger-bread, and ſet up in Co- 


ſtermonger 's. Hall, '4 Noble Brides and Bridegrooms 
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* hwe apace,. as fo 7 as "2 can 1 
And may the Trade of Love for ever thrive. 
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Me. Keep a Wench under my Vi Im 's Noe, ru 
tear her Eyes out. , 
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